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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The work here olFered to the public is a 
selection from the four volumes ofJTAjJLE-^ 
TALK, printed in London. Should it meet V'ith 
success, it will be followed by two other 
volumes of the same description, which will 
include all that the author wishes to preserve 
of his writings in this kind. The title may 
perhaps serve to explain what there is of pe- 
culiarity in the style or mode of treating the 
subjects. I had remarked that when 1 had 
written or thought ujX>n a particular topic, 
and afterwards had occasion to speak of it 
with a friend, the conversation generally took 



TJmge and branched off into i 
number of indircet and collateral questions,* 
which were not strictly connected with the 
original view of the subject, hut wliich often 
threw a curious and striking light upon it, or 
upon human life in general. It theridore oc-» 
ourred to me as possible to combine Ihe ad- 
vantages of these two styles, tln^ and 

^pnver^atioiicd ; or after stating and enforc- 
ina so me le ading idea, to follow it up by such 
obsetvatious. and -reflections as would proba- 
bly suggest themselves in discussing the same 
question in company with others. Idiis seem- 
ed to me to promise a greater variety and 
richness, and perhaps a greater sincerity, than 
could be attained by a more precise and scho- 
lastic method. The same consideration had 


an influeuei^ on the familiarity and conversa- 
tional idiom of the style which 1 have used. 
How far the plan was feasible, or how far 1 
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have succeeded in the execution of it, must 
'be left to others to decide. I am also afraid 
of having loo freciueiuly attempted, to give a 
popular air and ellecl lo subtle distinctions 
and trains of thought; so thatl shall be con- 
sidered as too metaphysical by the careless 
reader, while l>y the more severe and scrupu- 
lous inquirer my slyle will be complained of 
as too lighi and desultory. To all this 1 can 
only answer that 1 have done not what I 
wished, but the best I could do; and I hear- 
tily wish it had been belter. 
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n:\ ^’l^l‘ PLEASURE OF PAINTING. 


• ** 'I'm-ius is a pleasure in painting wliieh 
none but painters know.” In writing, yon 
Jia\(' lo conL(‘n(l wiih tl)e worlds in painting, 
you have only lo carry on a friendly strife 
with NatuiHL ^ on sil down lo your task, and 
are liap])y. From Lbe moment tlial you take 
up llie pencil, and look Nature in the face, 
you aiH* at ])eace willi your own heart. No 
;uigry passions vise lo disturb the silent pro- 
gfe.ss of the work, to shake the liand, or dim 
I Ik; brow : no irritable humours are set afloat ; 
voii iiavc no al)surd ojnnions lo combat, no 
point lo strain, no adversary to crush, no fool 
to annoy — you are acluatcd by fear or favour 
to no man. There is “ no juggling here,” no 
sopiiistry, no intrigue, no tampering w'ith tin' 
evidence, no attempt to make black white, 
i or white black : but you resign yourself into 
Nhe hands of a greater power, that of Nature, 
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with llic simplicity of a child, and the devo- 
lion of an enthusiast — 

Srtuly wiih ji)} 

Her iiiniiiier, mul with lapliin* la.sti; Imm si\l<j 

Tlic mind is calm, and full al llu* Mime hint/ 
The hand and eye are e([nally employed, a. 
Iraciui^ the commonest ohjeet, a plant or ih^* 
stump of a tree, you lt‘arn somelhini^ (‘vei*\ 
moment. You jierceive unexpected diilei” 
mices, and discover likenesses where you 
looked for no such ihin^. You try to set 
down what you S(‘e — find out your error, and 
correct it. You need not play tricks, or ])ui - 
posely mistake : with all your pains, you an* 
still far short of the mark, l^^lience i;rov\s 
out of the endless pursuit, and turns il info 
a luxury. A streak in a tlower, a wrinkle in 
a leaf, a tiiif^e in a cloud, a stain in an old wall 
or ruin f,n'cy, are seized with avidity as the 
spoil a opima of this sort of mental warfare, 
and furnislj out labour for another half-dav. 
The liours pass on untold, without ehaj^rin. 
and V. ilhout weariness ; nor would yon ever 
wish 10 pass them otherwise. Innocence j> 
joined with industr>, ph asure with husiness; 
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and ihe mind is satisfied, though it is not en- 
gaged in thinking or in doing harm.' 

' 'I'liorc is a [tassngo in Wc-ilcr whicli coiitnins a vnv 
[ilcnsln^ illubii-ttion of lliis ilociriiic, ami is as follows. 

“ A1)oiil <1 league fioiii tin: town is a place called Wallici in. 
’ll n very aLpccaljly siltiaud on the side of a hill : from one 
<\f the paths wliieli lead.s out of the village, you have a vir w 
^ of the uhole couiitiy; and there is a good tdd woman wdio 
s»'lls wine, eolfee, and lea there : hut hotter than all this arc 
I wo lime-trees befoie the elnireh, which spread theii blanches 
over a llllle giem, siirroniided by hams and eotlages. I have 
seen few phn'es inoie letiied and peaceful. J send for a chaii 
and table fioin tlie (dd woiiiaTi’s, and lliere J diiiik my coilee 
and lead Homer. It ^vas by accident that I diseoveie d Ibis 
jilace one fine aftiTuonn : ail Avaspeifect stillness; every body 
was III the fields, except a little hoy about foni )cais old, 
who was silling on the gionnd, and holding between his 
knees a child of abort *.ix iiionlhs ; lie pressed it to his bosom 
with his little .11 ins, wliieh iiiatle .1 soil of great chair for u ; 
•.md iioiwilhslandjiig the xivacliy whlcli spaikled in his c\es, 
he sat peifeilly .still. Quite delighted with the scene, 1 s.il 
down on a plough op[M)sit<*, .iiid hadgieat pleasure in diaw- 
ing this llllle picluie of Inolhcrly tendcrucss. 1 added a 
bit of the hedge, the hani-dooi, and sonic broken cart- 
wheels, williont any oidei, just as the) happened to lie; and 
in ahonl an honi 1 fuiind 1 had made a (hawing oJ great ex- 
piession ,ind veiv eoiicet design, withonl liaxdng pnt in 
aiiv thing of in\ own. 'J'his connimed me in the resolution 
I had made beloic, only to eo[>^ nature for ihefutuie. Na- 
im e is inexh.nisilble, and alone forms the giealest masters. 
Say what yon will of lules, ihey alter the true features, and 
the natural expiession. ’ Pat^e i5. 
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I have not much pleasure in writing these 
Essays, or in reading them afterwards 5 though 
1 own I now and then meet with a phrase 
that 1 like, or a thought lliat strikes me as a 
true one. liut after 1 l)egiii ihcm, I am only / 
anxious to get to the end of them, whicli I an/ 
not sure 1 shall do, for I seldom see my way ^ 
a page or even a sentence heforehantl 5 and 
when I have as ])y a miracle escaped, I trouble 
myself little more about them. I sometimes 
have to write tliem twice over : then it is ne- 
cessary to read the proof, lo prevent mistakes 
by the printer 5 so that by the time they ap- 
pear in a tangible shape, and one can con 
them over with a (^onscious , sidelong glance 
to the public approbation, they liave lost theiiv 
gloss and relish, and become ‘‘more tedious 
than a twice-told tale. ” For a person lo read 
his ow n works over with any great delight, he 
ought first to forget tliat he ever wrote them. 
Familiarity ii.iturally breeds contempt. It is, 
ill fact, like poring fondly over a piece of 
blank paper : from repetilion, the wwds con- 
vey no distinct meaning to tlio mind, are mere 
idle sounds, except that our vanity claims an 
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interest and property in them. I have more 
• satisfaction in my own thoughts than in dic- 
tating them to otlicrs : words are necessary to 
explain llie impression of certain things upon 
^mo to tlie reader, but they rather weaken and 
'draw a veil ovci’ than strengihen it to myself. 
• However 1 might say with the poet, “ My 
mind to me a kingdom is, ” yet J have little 
ambition ‘‘ to set a throne or chair of state in 
the undfjrslandings of other men.” The ideas 
we cherish most, exist best in a kind of sha- 
dowy abstiaclion, 

“ Pnru ill ilic last recesses of llic mind 

• 

anil derive neilli('r force nor interest from 
beiiifj ex])osed to pnidic view. They are old- 
established acqiiainlance, and any change in 
them, arising from tlie adventitious ornaments 
of style or dress, is hardly to iheir advantage. 
After I have once written on a subject, it goes 
out of my mind : my feeJings about it have 
been mellod down into words, and them I 
forget. I have, as it were, discharged my 
memory of its hal)itnal reckoning, and rub- 
bed out the score of real sentiment. In fu- 
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ture, it exists only for the sake of others. 

But I cannot say, from my own e\|)criencc, 
that tlie same process takes place in transfer- 
rinf^ our ideas to canvas-, they j^ain more than 
they lose in the mechanical transformation. 
One is never tired of painting, l)ecaiise yoii 
have to set down not what you knew already, • 
J)ut what you have just discovered. In thi* 
former case, you translate feelings inlo words * 
in the latter, names into things. Tlu're is a 
coniinual creation out of nothing going on. 
With every stroke of ihe brusli, a new field 
of inquiry is laid open-, new dillicultics arise, 
and neyv triumphs are prepared over them. 
By comparing the imitation wilh tlie original, 
you see what you have done, and how much 
you have still to do. The test of the senses 
is severer tlian that of fancy, and an over- 
match even for the delusions of our self-love. 
One part of a picture shames anollier, and you 
determine te- paint up to yourself, if you can- 
not come up lO nature. Every ol)j(‘ct hecomes 
lustrous from the light lhro^^n back upon it 
by the mirroi of art : and by tlie aul of the 
pencil we may be said lo louch and handh.' 
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ihc objects of sight. The air-wove visions 
that hover on the verge of existence have a 
bodily presence given them on the canvas : 
the form of beauty is changed into a sub- 
htance ; the dream and the glory of the uni- 
verse is made “ palpable to feeling as to sight.” 

, — And see ! a rainbow starts from the canvas, 
willi all its humid train of glory, as if it were 
drawn from its cloudy arch in heaven. The 
spangled landscape glitters with drops of dew 
after the shower. The “ fleecy fools” shew 
their coats in the gleams of the setting sun. 
The .shepherds pipe their farewell notes in the 
fresh evening air. And is this bright vision 
made from a dead dull blank, like a bubble 
’reflecting the mighty fabric of the universe? 
Who would think this miracle of Rubens s 
pencil possible to l)e performed ? AVho, hav 
ing seen it, would not spend his life to do 
the like ? Sec liow the rich fallows, the bare 
rstubble-lield, the scanty harvest-home, drag 
in Rembrandt’s landscapes ! How often have 
I looked at them and nature, and tried to do 
the same, till the very “light thickened,” 
and there was an earthincss in the feeling of 
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the air ! There is no end of the relinemenls 
of art and nature in this respect. One may, 
Jook at the misty glimmering horizon, till the 
eye dazzles, and the imagination is lost in 
the hope to transfer the whole interminable 
expanse at one blow upon the canvas. Wilson 
said, he endeavoured to pain ttlic clfect of the 
motes dancing in the setting sun. At another 
time, a friend coming into his painting-room, 
when he was sitting on the ground in a melan- 
choly posture, observed that his picture looked 
like a landscape after a shower : lie started up 
with the greatest delight, and said, “ Tliat is 
the effect 1 intended to represent, but thought 
1 had failed.” Wilson was neglected; and, 
by degrees, neglected his art to apply himself 
to brandy. Ilis hand became unsteady, so 
that it was only by repeated attempts that he 
could rcaeh the place, or produce tlie effect 
he aimed at ; and when he hail done a little to 
a picture, he would say to any acquaintance 
who chanced to drop in, “ 1 have painted 
enough for one day : come, let us go some- 
where.” It w as not so Claude left his pictures, 
or his studies on the banks of the Tiber, to 
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go in search of oilier enjoyments, or ceased 
10 gaze upon the glittering sunny vales and 
distant hills ; and while his eye drank in the 
clear sparkling hues and lovely forms of 
nature, his hand stamped them on the lucid 
canvas to remain there for ever.! — One of the 
most delightful parts of my life was one fine 
Slimmer, when I used to walk out of an 
evening to catch the last light of the sun, 
gemming the green slopes or russet lawns, 
and gilding lower or tree, while the blue 
sky gradually turning to purple and gold, or 
skirted willi dusky grey, hung its broad marble 
pavement over all, as we see it in the great 
master of Italian landscape. Ihit to come to 
a more particular explanation of the subject. 

The first head 1 ever tried to paint was an 
old woman with the upper part of the face 
shaded by her bonnet, and I certainly labour- 
eil it with great perseverance. It look me 
numberless sittings to do it. 1 have it by me 
still, and sometimes look at it with surprise, 
lo think how much pains were thrown aw'ay 
to little purpose, — yet not altogether in vain, 
if it taught me lo see good in every thing, and 
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to know that there is nothing vulgar in nature 
seen with the eye of science or of true art. . 
Jlefinement creates beauty every-where : it is 
the grossness of the speetatorthat discovers no- 
thing hut grossness in the object. lie this as 
it may, I spared no pains to do my best. If 
art was long, I thought that life was so too at 
that moment. 1 got in the general clfect lh(j 
first day ; and pleased and surprised enough 
I was at my success. The rest was a work ol 
time — of weeks and months (if need were), of 
patient toil and careful finishing. I had seen 
an old head by Rembrandt at Burleigh-House; 
and if 1 could produce a head at all like 
Rembrandt in a year, in my life-time, it would 
be glory and felicity and wealth and fame 
enough for me ! The head 1 had seen at Bur- 
leigh was an exact and wonderful fac-simih* 
of nature, and I resolved to make mine (as 
nearly as I could) an exact fac-simile of na- 
ture. 1 did not then, nor do 1 now believe 
W'ith Sir Joshua, that the perfection of art con- 
sists in giving general apjiearances without in- 
dividual details, but in giving general appear- 
ances with imiisidual details. Otherwise, I 
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liad clone my work the first day. But I saw 
'something more in nature than general ef- 
fect, and I thought it worth my while to give it 
in the picture. There was a gorgeous eft'ect 
of light and shade : hut there was a delicacy 
as w^cll as depth in the chiaw-scuro, which 1 
* was hound to follow into all its dim and scarce 
pcrceptihlc variety of tone and shadow. Then 
I had to make the transition from a strong light 
to as dark a shade, preserving the masses, hut 
gradually softening ofl'the intermediate parts. 
It was so in nature : the difficulty was to make 
it so in the copy. I tried, and failed again 
and again; I strove harder, and succeeded, as 
1 tliouglit. The wrinkles in llcmhrandt w'cre 
not hard lines ; hut hroken and irregular. I 
saw the same appearance in nature, and strain- 
ed every nerve to give it. If 1 coidd hit off 
this crumhling appearance, and insert the re- 
flected light in the furrows of old .age in half 
a morning, [ did not think 1 had lost a day. 
Benealli the shrivelled yc'llow parchment look 
of the skin, there was here and there a streak 
of hlood-colour tinging the face ; this I made 
a point of conveying, and did not cease to 
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compare wliat I saw with what I did (with jea- 
lous, lynx-eyed watchfulness) till I succeeded 
to the best of niy ability and judfjment. How 
many revisions were there! How many at- 
tempts to catch an expression, which 1 had 
seen llie day before 1 How often did we strive 
to j^et the old posilion, and w^ait for the return* 
of the same light! There was a puckering up 
of the lips, a cautious introversion of the cy^^ 
under the shadow of the bonnet, indicative of 
the feebleness and suspicion of old age, which 
at last wo managed, afler many trials and some 
quarrels, to a tolerable nicety. The picture 
was never finished, and I might have gone on 
witli it to the present hour.* 1 used to set it 
on the ground when my day’s work was done, 
and saw revealed to me with swimming eyes 
the birth of new hopes and of a new world 
of objects. — The painter ihns learns to look 
at nature with dilFerent eyes. He before 
saw her a.> in a glass darkly, but now face^ 
to face.” itc understands the texture and 


* li is at, present covcicd willi a thick slough of oil atul vai_ 
nish (the perishahii. vehicle of th«' English school) like an 
envelope of gold-heaters’ skin, sons lobe hardly visible. 
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meaning of the visible universe, and sees 
into the life of things,” not by the help of 
mechanical instruments, but of the improved 
exercise of his faciihics, and an intimate sym- 
pathy with nature. I’he meanest thing is not 
lost upon him, for he looks at it with an eye 
^to itself, not merely to his own vanily or in- 
terest, or the opinion of the world. Even 
where there is neither beauty nor use — if that 
ever were — slill there is truth, and a sufli- 
ciont source of gratification in the indulgence 
of curiosity and activity of mind. The hum- 
blest painter is a true scholar*, and the best 
of scholars — the scliolar of nature. For my- 
'^self, and for llie real comfort and salisfaction 
/)f the thing, 1 liad rather liave been Jan 
Steen, or Gerard Dow, than the greatest ca- 
suist or philologer that ever lived. The pain- 
ter does not view things in clouds or “ misi, 
the common gloss of theologians,” but applies 
ihe same standard of truth and disinterested 
spirit of inquiry, that influence his daily prac- 
tice, to otlier subjects. He perceives form ; 
he dislinguishes character. He reads men 
and books with an intuitive glance. He is a 
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critic as well as a connoisseur. The con- 
clusions he draws are clear and convincing, 
because they arc taken from actual expe- 
rience. lie is not a fanatic, a dupe, or a 
slave : for the halht of seeing for himself also 
disposes him to judge for himself. The most 
sensible men 1 know (laken as a class) are 
painters • that is, they arc the most liv(‘ly ob- 
servers of what passes in the world about 
them, and llie closest observers of what passes 
in their own minds. From their profession 
they in general mix more with ihe w orld than 
authors •, and if tlu^y have not the same fund 
of acquired knowledge, are obliged to rely 
jiiore on individual sagacity. 1 might men- 
tion the names of Opic, Fuseli, JNorthcote, as 
persons distinguished for striking description 
and acquaintance with the subtle trails of 
character. ' Painters in ordinary society, or in 
obscure situations where their value is not 
known, and they arc treated with neglect and 

* Men ill business, who arc answerable witli iheir foi tunes 
lor llic consequences of their opinions, and arc ihercfore ac- 
customed to ascertain pretty accurately the grounds on which 
they act, !)cforc they roiiiniit themselves ou the event, arc often 
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' indltrerencc, have sometimes a forward self- 
sufliciency of manner : but this is not so much, 
iheir fault as tliat of otliers. Perhaps their 
want of regular education may also be in fault 
in such cases. Richardson, w'ho is very te- 
nacious of the respect in which the profession 
flight to be held, tells a story of Michael 
Angelo, that after a quarrel between him and 
Pope Julius 11, “ upon account of a slight the 
artist conceived the ponliffhad put upon him, 
Michael Angelo was introduced by a bishop, 
who, thinking to serve the artist by it, made 
it an argument that the Pope should be re- 
conciled to him, because men of his profes- 
sion were commonly ignorant, and of no 
oon.sequenco otherwise : his holiness, enra- 
ged at the bishop, struck him with his stall', 
and told him, it was he that was the block- 
head, and alfronted the man himself would 
not offend ; the prelate was driven out of the 
chamber, and Michael Angelo had the Pope’s 


men of romarltaMy quick and sound jnri^'iiiciits. Arlisls in like 
manner miiJJt know tolci.dily well wliai rlicy are about, be- 
fore llicy can bring the of their obsci vnlioris to t!ie test 

of ocular dcnioiistiatiou. 
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benediction accompanied with presents. Tliis 
bishop had fallen into the vulgar error, and 
was rebuked accordingly.” 

Besides ihe employment of the mind, paiiil- 
ing exercises the body. It is a meclianical as 
well as a liberal art. To do any thing, to dig 
a hole in the ground, to plant a cabbage, to hi' 
a mark, to move a shuttle, to work a pattern, 
— in a word, to attempt to produce any effect, 
and to succeed, has something in it that gra- 
tifies the lov(! of power, and carries off the 
restless activity of the mind of man. Indo- 
lence is a deliglitful but distressing state : we 
must be doing something to be happy. Ac- 
tion is no le.ss necessary than thought to the 
instinctive tendencies of the human frame ; 
and painting combines them botli incessantly.' 
The hand furnishes a practical lest of the cor- 
rectness of the eye; and the eye, thus admo- 
nished, imposesfresh lasksof skill andindustry 
upon the hand. Ev(>ry stroke tells, as the vc 
rifying of a new truth; and every new obscr- 


‘ The famous Schiller usctl to say, that he found ilic great 
happiness of 1’^' after all, to consist in the discliaige of soirtr 
mechanical dtuv. 
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* valion, the instant it is made, passes into an 
act and emanation of the will. Every step is 
nearer what we wish, and yet there is always 
more to do. In spite of the facility, the fliit- 
icriiifj grace, the evanescent hues, that play 
round the pencil of Rubens and Vandyke, 
^owever I may admire, 1 do not envy them 
this power so much as I do the slow, patient, 
laborious execution of Correggio, Leonardo da 
Vinci, and Andrea del Sarto, where every 
touch appears conscious of its charge, emulous 
of trulh, and where the painful artist has ‘‘so 
distinctly wn’ouglit,” 

'riiai you alniosi say liis picture tliouglu !” 

In I he one case, the colours seem breathed 
on the canvas as by magic, the work and the 
wonder of a moment : in the other, they 
seem inlaid in the body of the work, and as 
if it look the artist years of unremitting la- 
bour, and of delightful never-ending progress 
to peifection.* AVho would wish ever to 

' 1 lio licli impastinff of Titian and Gioigionc combines 
nulling of ilic advaiiTagcs of both these styles, the felicity of 
(be one v iili the cairfnlness <»f the oilier, and is pcrliaps to 
lie piefcrred lo eillier 

1 . 
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come lo the dose of sudi works, — not to 
dwell on them, lo rclnrn lo llicni, to J3e wed- 
ded to Iheiii to the last? Rubens, with his 
llorid, rapid style, complained that when he 
had just learned his art, he should be forced 
to (lie. Leonardo, in the slow advances of 
his, Iiad lived Joiifj enouf^li! ^ 

Laintinf* is not, like writinj^s what is pro- 
perly understood by a sedcnlary employment. 
It reqiiiiTs not indeed a slrojif^, but a conti- 
nued and steady exertion of muscular powder, 
rheprecision and delicacy of llie manual ope- 
ration makes up for Ihc want of velicmence, — 
as to balance himself for any tiim^ in the same 
position the rope-dancer must strain every* 
nerve. Painting for a whole morning givOiS 
one as excellent an appelile for one’s dinner, 
as old Abraham Tucker acquired for liis by 
riding over Banstead Downs. It is ndated 
of Sir Joshua Reynolds, lliat ‘‘ lie took no 
other exercise t'lan w hat he used in liispain^ 
ing-room,” — the writer means, in walking 
backwards and forwards to look at his pic- 
ture^ but lUe act of painting llself, of laying 
Oil the coloisrs in the propiM place and pro- 
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per quantity, was a much harder exercise 
than this alternate receding from and return- 
ing to tlie picture. The last would be ra- 
ther a relaxation and relief than an ellbrt. It 
is not to be wondered at, that an artist like 
Sir Joshua, who delighted so much in the 
jensual and practical part of his art, should 
have found himself at a considerable loss 
when the decay of his sight precluded him, 
for the last year or two of his life, from the 
following up ofhis profession, — “ the source,” 
according to his own remark, “ of thirty years' 
uninterrupted enjoyment and prosperity to 
him.” It is only those who never think at all, 
or else who have accustomed themselves to 
brood invariably on abstract ideas, that never 
feel cjuiTii. 

'fo give one instance more, and then 1 will 
hav<; done w'ilh this rambling discourse. One 
of my first attempts was a picture of my fa- 
llier, who was then in a green old age, with 
strong-marked features, and scarred with the 
smal]-pox. 1 drew it with abroad lifjht cross- 
ing the face, looking down, with spectacles 
on, reading. The book was Shaftesbury 
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racteristics , in a fine old binding, wilh Gri- ' 
belin’s etchings. My fallicr would as lievc 
it had been any other book 5 but for him to 
read was to be content, was “ riches finclcss.” 
The sketch promised well ; and 1 set lo work 
to finish it, determined lo spare no lime nor 
pains. My father was willing lo sit as long as 
1 pleased ; for there is a natural desire in the 
mind of man to sit for one’s picture, lo be the 
object of continued attention, to have one's 
likeness multiplied 5 and besides his satisfac- 
tion in the picture, he had some pride in the 
artist, though he would rather 1 should have 
written a sermon than have painl<!d like Rem 
brandt or like Raphael ! 'I'hose winter days, 
with the gleams of sunshine coming through 
the chapel-windows, and chct'red by tlu 
notes oflhc robin-redbreast in our garden (lhaf 
“ever in the haunch of winter sings”) — as 
my after-noon’s work drew to a close, — were 
among the hap[>iest of my lite. When 1 gav^ 
the ctfect I intended lo any part of the picture*^ 
for which 1 had prepared ni v colours, when 
1 imitated ihe roughness of llsc skin by a 
lucky stroke of tlie pencil, when 1 hit| the 
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* clear pearly tone of a vein, when I gave the 
vutldy complexion of health, the blood cir- 
culating under the broad sliadows of one side 
of lll(^ fac(?, 1 thought my fortune made 5 or 
rather it was already more than made, in my 
fancying that 1 might one day be able to say 
S^ith Correggio, also am a painter!'' It 
was an idle thought, a boy's conceit ; but it 
(lid not nKik(j me less happy at the time. 1 
used ivgularly to set my work in the chair to 
look at it through the long iwenings^ and 
many a time did 1 return to take b'ave of it, 
before I could go to bed at night. I remem- 
l)(;r sending it with a tlirobbing heart to the 
Kxhibilion, and seeing it hung up there by the 
V.do of one of thejlonourable Mr. Skenington 
(now Sir George). There was nothing in 
common b(?t\veen them, but that they were 
(he portraits of two very good-nainred men. 

I think, but am not sure, that I finished this 
portrait (or another afterwards) on llie same 
^lay that the news of the battle of Austerlitz 
came*, 1 walked out in the afternoon, and, as 
[ relujfiicd, saw the evening star set over a 
pooiMflan s cottage with other ihouglits and 
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feelings than I shall ever have again. 0 for 
the revolution of the great PJatonic year, that 
those times might come over again ! 1 could 
sleep out the three hundred and sixty-live 
thousand intervening years very contentedly ! 
— The picture is left : the table, the chair, the 
window where I learned to construe Livy, th^ 
chapel where my father preached, remain 
where they were 5 but he himsell is gone to 
rest, full of years, of faith, of hope, and cha- 
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I'iif; painter not only takes a delight in na- 
ture, he has a new and exquisite source of 
pleasure opened to him in the study and con- 
templation of works of art — 

WliateVr Lonaiiie light touch’d with soft’iiing hue, 

Or savage Rosa dasli’d, or learth'd Poussin drewt” 

llc‘ Uiriis aside to view a coantry-f^enlleiiian’s 
• eat with eager looks, thinking it may contain 
some of the ricli products of art. There is an 
-lir round Lord Radnor’s park, for there hang 
Ihc two Claudes, \\\e Morning and Evening 
\f the RomanEmpiw — round Wilton-house, 
for there is V andyke s picture of the Pembroke 
aniily — round RIenheira, for there is his pic- 
ure of the Duke of Buckingliam’s children, 
ind the most magnificent collection of Rii- 
)cnses in the world — at Knowsley, for there 
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is Rembrandt’s Hand-writing on the Wall — * 
and at Burleigh, for there are some of Guido’s 
angelic heads. The young artist makes a pil- 
grimage to each of these places, eyes them 
wistfully at a distance, bosomed high in 
tufted trees,” and feels an interest in them of 
which the owner is scarce conscious : he en- 
ters the well-swept walks and echoing arch- 
ways, passes the threshold, is led through 
wainscoted rooms, is shown the furniture, the 
rich hangings, the tapestry, the massy ser- 
vices of plate — and, at last, is ushered into 
the room where his treasure is, the objeet of 
his vows — some speaking face or bright land- 
scape ! It is stamped on his brain, and livc\s 
there thenceforward, a clue to nature, and 
a test of art. He furnishes out the chambers 
of the mind from the spoils of time, picks and 
chooses which shall have the best places — 
nearest his heart. He goes away richer than 
he eame, richer than the possessor j and thinks 
that he may one day return, when he perhaps 
shall have done something of the same kind,^ 
or even from failure shall have learned lo 
admire truth and genius more. 
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' My first initiation in the mysteries of the 
art was at the Orleans Gallery : it was there I 
formed my taste, such as it is ; so that I am 
irreclaimably of the old school in painting. I 
was staggered when 1 saw the works there 
collected, and looked at them with wonder- 
ing and with longing eyes. A mist passed 
away from my sight ; the scales fell off. A 
new sense came upon me, a new heaven and 
a new earth stood before me. I saw the soul 
speaking in the face, — ‘‘hands that the rod 
of empire had swayed” in mighty ages past — 

a forked mountain or blue promontory,” 

— — ‘‘ witli trees iipoii’t 

That nod unto tlie world, and mock our eyes with air.” 

Old Time had unlocked his treasures and 
Fame stood portress at the door. We had all 
heard of the names of Titian, Raphael, Guido, 
Domenicliino, the Caracci — but to see them 
face to face, to be in the same room with 
their (I eatldess productions, was like breaking 
ijoine potent spell — was almost an effect of 
necromancy! From that time I lived in a 
world of pictures. Battles, sieges, speeches 
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in parliament seemed mere idle noise and* 
fury, “signifying nothing,” compared with 
those mighty works and dreaded names that 
spoke to me in the eternal silence of thought. 
This was the more remarkable, as it was but 
a short time before that I was not only to- 
tally ignorant of but insensible to the bea\j- 
tics of art. As an instance, 1 remember that 
one afternoon 1 was reading the Provoked 
Husband with the highest relish, with a green 
woody landscape of Ruysdael or Hobbima just 
before me, at which 1 looked off the book now 
and then, and wondered what there could be 
in that sort of work to satisfy or delight the 
mind — at the same time asking myself, as a 
speculative question, whether 1 should ever 
feel an interest in it like what 1 took in read- 
ing Vanbrugh and Cibber? 

I had made some progress in painting when 
I went to the Louvre to study, and 1 never did 
any thing afterwards. 1 never shall forget 
conning over the Catalogue which a friend 
lent me just before 1 set out. The pictured 
the names of the painters, seemed to relish in ^ 
the mouth. There was one of Titian’s Mis- 
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*(ress at her toilette. Even the colours with 
which the painter had adorned her hair were 
not more golden, more amiable to sight, than 
those w'liioh played round and tantalised my 
fancy ere 1 saw the picture. There were two 
portraits by the same hand — “A young Noble- 
\pan w'itha glove” — Another, “a Companion 
to it” — 1 read the description over and over 
with fond expectancy, and filled up the ima- 
ginary outline with whatever I could conceive 
of grace and dignity and an antique gusto — 
all but equal to the original. There was the 
Transfiguration too. -With what awe 1 saw it 
in my mind’s eye,, and was overshadowed 
with the spirit of the artist ! Not to have been 
disappointed with these works afterwards, 
was the highest compliment 1 can pay to their 
iranscendant merits. Indeed, it was from 
seeing other works of the same great masters 
that 1 had formed a vague, but no disparaging 
idea of these. — The first day I got there, I was 
kept for some time in the French Exhibition- 
room, and thought 1 should not be able to get 
a sight of the Old Masters. I just caught a 
peep at them through the door (vile hin- 
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drance ! ) like looking out of purgatory into* 
paradise — from Poussin’s noble mellow-look- 
iug landscapes to where Rubens hung out 
his gaudy l)anner, and down the glimmering 
vista to the rich jewels of Titian and the Ita- 
lian school. At last, by much importunity, 1 
was admitted, and lost not an instant in ma- 
king use of ray new privilege. Itwasim beau 
jour to me. I marched delighted through a 
quarter of a mile of the proudest efforts of the 
mind of man, a whole creation of genius, a 
universe of art! I ran the gauntlet of all the 
schools from the bottom to the top 5 and in the 
end got admitted into the inner room, where 
they had been repairing some of their great- 
est works. Here the Transfiguration, thj 
St. Peter Martyr, and the St. Jerome of Dorao 
nichino stooil on the floor, as if they had bent 
their knees, like camels stooping, to unlade 
their riches to the spectator. On one side, on 
an easel, stood Hippolito de Medici (a portrait 
by Titian) with a boar-spear in his hand, look- 
ing through those he saw, till you turned 
away from the keen glance : and thrown to- 
gether in heaps were landscapes of the same 
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band, green pasloral hills and vales, andshep- 
lierds piping to their mild mistresses under- 
neath the flowering shade. Reader, “ if thou 
hast not seen the Louvre, thou art damned ! ” 
— for thou hast not seen the choicest remains 
of the works of art-, or thou hast not seen all 
Uicse together, with their mutually reflected 
glories. I say nothing of the statues ; for 1 
know but little of sculpture, and never liked 
any, till I saw the Elgin Marbles... Here, for 
four months together, 1 strolled and studied, 
and daily heard the ^varning sounds — ‘ ‘ Quatre 
heures passees, il font fertner, Citoyens'’’— 
(Ah ! why did they ever change tlieir style?) 
muttered in coarse provincial French; and 
brought away with me some loose draughts 
and fragments, which 1 have been forced to 
part with, like drops of life-blood, for “hard 
money. ” How often, thou tenantlcss mansion 
of godlike magnificence — ^how ol’ten has my 
heart since gone a pilgrimage to thee ! 

It has been made a question, whether the 
artist, or the mere man of taste and natural 
sensibility, receives most pleasure from the 
contempl.-ition of works of art? And 1 think 
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this question might be answered by another 
as a sort of experimentum cmcis, namely, 
whether any one out of that “number num- 
berless ” of mere gentlemen and amateurs, 
who visited Paris at the period here sj)oken 
of, felt as much interest, as much pride or 
pleasure in this display of the most striking 
monuments of art as the hum])lesl student 
would? The first entrance into tlie Louvre 
would be only one of the events of his jour- 
ney, not an event in his life, remembered ever 
after with thankfulness and regret, lie would 
explore it with the same unmeaning curiosity' 
and idle wonder as he would the Regalia in the 
Tower, or the Botanic Specimens in \\viJai’diii 
des Plantes, hu\. not with the fundenthnsiasili 
of an artist. How should be? His is “ casual 
fruition, joyless, unendeared.” But the pain- 
ter is wedded to his art, the mistress, queen, 
and idol of his soul. He has embarked bis 
all in it, fame, time, fortune, peace of mind, 
his hopes in youth, his consolation in age . 
and shall he not feel a more intense inlerest 
in wliatevcr relates to it than the mere indo- 
lent triller? JNamralsensibilily alone, without 
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the entire application of the mind to tliat one 
object, will not enable the possessor to sym- 
pathise with all the degrees of beauty and 
power ill the conceptions of a Titian or a Cor- 
reggio ; but it is he only who does this, who 
follows them into all their force and matchless 
grace, that does or can feel their full value. 
Knowledge is pleasure as well as power. No 
one but the artisl, who has studied nature and 
contended with the dilliculties of art, can be 
apprised of the beauties, or intoxicated with a 
passion for painting. No one who has not 
devoted his life and soul to the pursuit of art, 
can feel the; same exultation in its brightest 
ornaments and loftiest triumphs which an ar- 
•tist does. "Where the treasure is, there the 
heart is also. It is now seventeen years since 
I was studying in the Louvre (and 1 have long 
since given up all thoughts of the art as a pro- 
fession), but long after I returned, and even 
still, I sometimes dream of being there again 
— of asking for the old pictures — and not fin- 
ding them, or finding them changed or faded 
from what they were, I cry myself awake ! 
What gentleman-amateur ever does this at 
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such a distance of time, — ^thatis, ever received 
pleasure or took interest enough in them to 
produce so lasting an impression ? 

But it is said, that if a person had the same 
natural taste, and the same acquired know- 
ledge as an artist, without the petty interests 
and technical notions, he would derive a purei 
pleasure from seeing a fine portrait, a fine land- 
scape, and so on. This however is not so 
much begging the question as asking an im- 
possibility ; he cannot have the same insight 
into the end without having studied the means; 
nor the same love of art without the same ha- 
bitual and exclusive deference to it. Pain- 
ters arc, no doubt, often actuated by jealousy, 
partiality, and a sordid attention to that only 
which they find useful to themselves in pain- 
ting. Wilkie has been seen poring over the 
texture of a Dutch cabinet-picture, so that he 
could not see the picture itself. But this is ih o 
perversion and pedantry of the profession, not 
its true or genuine spirit. If Wilkie had 
never looked at any thing but megilps and 
handling, he never would have put the soul 
of life and manr.'Ts into his pictures as he has 
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done. — Another objection is, that the instru- 
mental parts of the art, the means, the first 
rudiments, paints, oils, and brushes, are pain- 
ful or disgusting-, and that the consciousness 
of the dilliciilly andanxicty with which perfec- 
tion has been attained, must take away from 
ijic pleasure of the finest performance. This, 
however, is only an additional proof of the 
greater jJeasure derived by the artist from his 
profession ^ for these things which arc said to 
interfere with and destroy the common inter- 
est ill works of arl, do not disturb him ; he 
never once thinks of them, he is absorbed in 
the pursuit of a higher object 5 he is intent, 
not on the means but on the end \ he is taken 
up, not with the difficulties, but with the 
triumph over them. As in the case of the ana- 
tomist, who overlooks many things in the ea- 
gerness of his search after abstract truth or 
the alchemist who, wiiile he is raking into his 
soot and furnaces, lives in a golden dream — a 
lesser gives w^ay to a greater object. But it is 
pretended that the painter may be supposed 
to submit to the unpleasant part of the process 
^nly for the sake of the fame or profit in view. 
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So far is this from being a true state of the 
case, that I will venture to say, in the instance 
of a friend of mine who has lately succeeded 
in an important undertaking in his art, that 
not all the fame he has acquired, not all the 
money he has received from thousands of ad- 
miring spectators, not all the newspaper puffs^ 
— nor even the praise of the EdinhurghReview, 
— not all these, put together, ever gave him 
at any time the same genuine, undoubted sa- 
tisfaction as any one half-hour employed in 
the ardent and propitious pursuit of his art — 
in finishing to his heart’s content a foot, a hand, 
or even a piece of drapery. M hat is the slate 
of mind of an artist while he is at work i‘ He 
is then in the act of realising the highest idea 
he can form of beauty or grandeur ; he con- 
ceives, he embodies that which he under- 
stands and loves best ; that is, he is in full and 
perfect possession of that which is to him the 
source of the h)j;hest happiness and intellectual 
evcilomcnt whieh he can enjoy. 

In short, as a conclusion to this argument, 
1 will mention a circumstance which fell under 
my knowledge the other day. A friend had 
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bought a print of Titian’s Mistress, tlie same 
to which I have alluded above, lie was anx- 
ious to show it me on this account. 1 told 
him it was a spirited engraving, but it had not 
the look of the original. 1 believe he thought 
tills fastidious, till I offered to shew him a 
lipugh sketch of it, which 1 had by me. Hav- 
ing seen this, he said he perceived exactly 
what I meant, and could not bear to look at the 
print afterwards, lie had good sense enough 
to see the difference in the individual instance; 
but a jicrson better acquainted v'ith Titian’s 
manner and willi art in general, that is, of a 
more cultivated and refined taste, would know 
that it was a bad print, without having any 
knmediate model to compare it with. He 
would perceive with a glance of the eye, with 
a sort of instinctive feeling, that it was hard, 
and without that bland, expansive, and name- 
less expression which always distinguished 
Titian’s most famous works. Any one who is 
accustomed to a head in a picture can never 
reconcile himself to a print from it : but to 
the ignorant th y are both the same. To a 
vulgar eye there is no difference betw^ecn a 
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Guido and a daub, between a peiniy-print or 
the vilest scrawl, and the most finished pcir- 
forraance. In other words, all that excellence 
which lies between these two extremes, — all, 
at least, tliat marks the excess above medio- 
crity, — all that constitutes true beauty, har- 
mony, refinement, grandeur, is lost upon tl;*.; 
common observer. I!ut it is from this point 
that the dcliglit, the glowing raptures of the 
true adept commence. An uninformed spec- 
tator may like an ordinary drawing better than 
the ablest connoisseur j but for that very reason 
he cannot like the highest specimens of art so 
well. The refinements not only of execution 
but of truth and nature arc inaccessible to un- 
practised eyes. The exquisite gradations in 
a sky of Claude’s arc not perceived by such 
persons, and consequently the harmony cannot 
be felt. Where there is no conscious appre- 
hension, there can be no conscious pleasure. 
Wonder at the first sight of works of art may 
be the cflect of ignorance and novelty ; but 
real admiration and permanent delight in them 
are the growth of taste and knowledge. “ I 
would not wist) to have your eyes,” said a 
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good-natured man to a critic, who was finding 
fault with a picture, in which the other saw 
no blemish. Why so? The idea which pre- 
vented him from admiring this inferior pro- 
duction was a higher idea of truth and beauty 
which was ever present with him, and a con- 
tinual source of pleasing and lofty contempla- 
tions. It may be different in a taste for outward 
luxuries and the privations of mere sense; but 
the idea of perfection, which acts as an intel- 
lectual foil, is always an addition, a support, 
and a proud consolation ! 

Richai’dson, in his Essays, which ought to be 
better known, has left some striking examples 
of the felicity and infelicity of artists, both as 
il relates to their external fortune, and to the 
practice of their art. In speaking oithekiiow- 
Icdge of hands, he exclaims — “ W hen one is 
considering a picture or a drawing, one at the 
same time thinks this was done by him' who 
had many extraordinary endowments of body 
and mind, but was withal very capricious ; who 
was honoured in life and death, expiring in 
the arms of one of the greatest princes of that 

' Lcouai’ilo da Vinci. 
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age, Francis I, king of France, who loved 
him as a friend. Another is of him' who liv- 
ed a long and happy life, beloved of Charles V, 
emperor; and many others of the first princes 
of Europe. Wlnni one has another in hand, 
we think this was done by one’ who so ex- 
celled in three arts, as that any of them in tluit 
degree had rendered him w'orlhy of immorta- 
lity; and one moreover that durst contend 
with his sovereign (one of the haughtiest popes 
that ever was) upon a slight offered to him, 
and extricated himself with honour. Another 
is the Avorkof him'' who, without anyone ex- 
terior advantage but mere strength of genius, 
had the most sublime imaginations, and exe- 
cuted them accordingly, yet lived and died 
obscurely. Another we shall consider as the 
work of him'* who restored Painting when it 
had almost sunk; of him whom art made ho- 
nourable, but who neglecting and despising 
greatness with a sort of cynical pride, was 
treated suitably to the figure he gave himself, 
not his intrinsic worth ; which, not having 

" 1 itinn. * Micliacl Angelo. ^ Correggio. 

^ Annibai Caracci. 
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philosophy enough to bear it, broke his heart. 
Another is done by one' who (on the contrary) 
was a fine gentleman and lived in great mag- 
nificence, and was much honoured by his 
own and foreign princes ; who was a courtier, 
a sLalesman, and a painter ; and sa much all 
tl^cse, that when he acted in cither character, 
that seemed to be his business, and the others 
his diversion. 1 say when one thus reflects, 
besides the pleasure arising from the beauties 
and excellencies of the work, the fine ideas it 
gives us of natural things, the noble way of 
thinking it may suggest to us, an additional 
pleasure results from the above considera- 
tions. but, oh ! the pleasure, when a connois- 
seur and lover of art has before him a picture 
or drawing, of which he can say, this is the 
hand, these are the thoughts of him' who was 
one of the politest, best-natured gentlemen 
that ever was 5 and beloved and assisted by the 
greatest wits and the greatest men then in 
Rome : of him who lived in great fame, ho- 
nour, and magnificence, and died extremely 
’ lamented : and missed a Cardinal’s hat only by 

* Klibcns. KafacIIc. 
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dying a few months too soon ; but was par- 
ticularly esteemed and favoured by two Popes, 
the only ones who filled the chair of St. Peter 
in his time, and as great men as ever sat thcrt; 
since that apostle, if at least he ever did : one, 
in short, who could have been a Leonardo, a 
Michael Angelo, a Titian, a Correggio, a Par- 
megiano, an Annibal, a Rubens, or any other 
whom he pleased, but none of them could ever 
have been a Rafaelle.” Page aSi. 

The same writer speaks feelingly of tlic 
change in the style of different artists from 
their change of fortune, and as the circum- 
stances are little known, 1 will quote the pas- 
sage relating to two of them, 

• ‘ Guido Reni from a prince-like afllucnce ef 
fortune (the just reward of his angelic works) 
fell to a condition like lliat of a hired servant 
to one who supplied him with money for 
what he did at a fixed rate; and tliat by his 
being bew itched with a passion for gaming, 
whereby he lost vast sums of money; and 
even what he got in this his state of servitude 
by day, he commonly lost at night : nor could 
he ever be cured of this cursed madness. 
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Those of his works, therefore, which he 
did in this unhappy part of his life, may 
easily he conceived to be hi a different style 
to what lie did before, which in some things, 
that is, in the airs of his heads (in the gracious 
kind), had a delicacy in them peculiar to him- 
self, and almost more than human. But 1 
must not multiply instances. Parmegiano is 
one that alone takes in all the several kinds of 
variation, and all the degrees of goodness, 
from the lowest of the indifferent up to the 
sublime. 1 can produce evident proofs of this 
in so easy a gradation, that one cannot deny 
but that he that did this, might do that, and 
very probably did so 5 and thus one may ascend 
and descend, like the angels on Jacob’s lad- 
der, wliose foot was upon the earth, but its 
top reached to Heaven. 

And this great man had his unlucky cir- 
cumstance : he became mad after the philo- 
sopher’s stone, and did but very little in paint- 
ing or drawing afterwards. Judge what that 
was, and whether there was not an alteration 
of style from what he had done before this 
devil possessed him. His creditors endea- 
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voiired to exorcise him, and did him some 
good, for he set himseif to work again in liis 
own way : but if a drawing 1 have of a Liicre- 
liabethal he made for his last picture, as it 
probably is (Vasari says that was the subject 
of it), it is an evident proof of his decay ; it is 
good indeed, but it wants much of the deli- 
cacy whicli is commonly seen in his works ; 
and so I always thought before f knew or ima- 
gined it to be done in this his ebb of genius. 
Science of a Connoisseur. Page i53. 

We haveliad two artists of our own coun- 
try, wliose fate lias been as singular as it was 
hard. Gaudy was a portrait-painter in tlie 
beginning of ihe last century, wliose lieads 
were said to have come near to Piembrandt’>*; 
and he was the undoubted protolypi* of Sii 
Joshua Picyiiolds’s style. Yet his name has 
scarcely been heard ofj and his repulation, 
like his works, never extended beyond his 
native county. What did he think of himself 
and of a Jamc so bounded! Did he (wer 
dream he Wtis indeed an artisi ? Or how did 
this feeling in him dilier from the vulgar 
conecii of lh(* lowest preleiuh'r Jlu; besi 
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known of his works is a portrait of an aider- 
man of Exeter, in some public building in that 
city. 

Poor Dan. Si ringer! Forty years ago he 
had the finest hand and the clearest eye of 
any artist of his time, and produced heads and 
diawdngs that would not have disgraced a 
brighter period in the art. But he fell a 
martyr (like Burns) to the society of country- 
gentlemen, and then of those whom they 
would consider as more his equals. 1 saw him 
many years ago when he treated the masterly 
sketches he had by him (one in particular of 
the group of citizens in Shakspeare swal- 
lowing the tailor’s news”) as bastards of his 
genius, not his children and seemed to have 
given up all thoughts of his art. Whether he 
is since dead, 1 cannot say : the world do not 
so much as know that he ever lived ! 
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I HAVE naturally but little imagination, and 
am not of a very sanguine turn of mind. I 
hilvc some desire to enjoy the present good, 
and some fondness for the past ; but 1 am nol 
at all given to building castles in the air, nor 
to look forward with much confidence or hope 
to the brilliant illusions held out by the fu- 
1 lire. Hence I have perhaps been led to form 
a theory, which is very contrary to the com- 
mon notions and feelings on the subject, and 
which I will here try to explain as well as I 
can. — When Sterne in the Sentimental Jour- 
ney told the French Minister that if the French 
people had a fault, it was that they were too 
serious, the latter replied that if that was his 
opinion, he must defend it with all his might, 
for he would iiave all the world against him ; 



0^,THE PAST AKD FUTURE. 4® 

SO 1 shall have enough to do to get well through 
the present argument. 

I cannot see, then, any rational or logical 
ground for that mighty difference in the value 
which mankind generally set upon the past 
and future, as if the one was every thing, and 
tlic other nothing, of no consequence what- 
ever. On the other hand, I conceive that the 
past is as real and substantial a part of our 
being, that it is as much a bona ftde, unde- 
niable consideration in the estimate of human 
life, as the future can possibly be. To say 
that the past is of no importance, unworthy 
of a moment’s regard, because it has gone by^ 
and is no longer any thing, is an argument 
that cannot be held to any purpose ; for if the 
past has ceased to be, and is therefore to be 
accounted nothing in the sc.ilc of good or 
evil, the future is yet to come, and has never 
been any thing. Should any one choose to 
assert that the present only is of any value in 
a strict and positive sense, because that alone 
has a real existence, that we should seize the 
instant good, and give all else to the winds, 

1 can understand what he means (though 
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perhaps he does not himself*) : but I cannot 
comprehend how this distinction between that 
wTiich has a downright and sensible, and that 
which has only a remote and airy existence, 
can be applied to establish the preference of 
the future over the past 5 for both are in this 
point of view equally ideal, absolutely nothing, 
except as they arc conceived of by the mind’s 
eye, and are thus rendered present to the 
thoughts and feelings. Nay, the one is even 
more imaginary, a more fantastic creature of 
the brain than the other, and the interest we 
take in it more shadowy and gratuitous ; for 
the future, on which we lay so much stress, 
may never come to pass at all, that is, may 
never be embodied into actual existence Ih 
the whole course of events, whereas the past 
has certainly existed once, has received the 
stamp of truth, and left an image of itself 

* If we talc away from the present the moment that is just 
^onc by and the moment that is next to come, how much of it 
will he left for this plain, practical theory to rest upon ? Their 
solid basis of sciise and reality will reduce itself to a pin’s 
point, a hair-line, on which our moral balance-masters will 
have some diflicnlry to maintain their footing without falling 
over on either side. 
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l)chind. It is so far then placed beyond the 
possibility of doubt, or as the poet has it, 

“ Those joys arc lodt^M beyond the reach of fate.” 

It is not, however, attempted to be denied that 
though the future is nothing at present, and 
liijis no immediate interest while we are speak- 
ing, yet it is of the utmost consequence in 
itself, and of the utmost interest to the indi- 
vidual, because it will have a real existence, 
and w e have an idea of it as existing in time to 
come. ^Vell, then, the past also has no real 
existence-, ihc actual sensation and the inter- 
est belonging to it are both fled; but it 
/tar/ a real existence, and we can still callup 
vivid recollection of it as having once bcen^ 
and therefore, by parity of reasoning, it is 
not a thing perfectly insignificant in itself, 
nor wholly indifferent to the mind, whether 
it ever was or not. Oh no ! Far from it! Let 
us not rashly quit our hold upon the past, 
when perhaps tliere may be little else left to 
bind us to existcjicc. Is it nothing to have 
been, and to have been happy or miserable ? 
Or is it a matter of no moment to think whe- 
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thcr I have been one or the olher? Do I 
delude myself, do I build upon a shadow or 
a dream, do 1 dress up in the gaudy garb of 
idleness and folly a pure fiction, with nothing 
answering to it in the universe of things and 
the records of truth, when I look back with 
fond delight or with tender regret to that 
which was at one time to me mjr all, when 
1 revive the glowing image of some bright 
reality, 

“ The ilioughts of which can ncvcifiom my heart?” 

Do 1 then muse on nothing, do 1 bend my 
eyes on nothing, when I turn back in fancy 
to “ those suns and skies so pure” that lighted 
up my early path ? Is it to think of nothing, 
to set an idle value upon nothing, to think of 
all that has happened to me, and of all that 
can ever interest me ? Or, to use the lan- 
guage of a fine poet (who is himself among my 
earliest and not least painful recollections) — 

Whai iltough the radiance 'vvliicli was once so hrighi 
Be now lor ever vanisii’d fioni my sight. 

Though nothing can bring bark the hour 
Of glory in ilto grass, of .‘ idcndoiir in the flowei”— 
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yet am 1 mocked with a lie, when I venture 
to think of it? Or do I not drink in and 
breathe again the air of heavenly truth, when 
1 but “retrace its footsteps, and its skirts 
far off adore ?” I cannot say willi the same 
poet — 

* “ And sec how dark the backward stream, 

A little monient past so smiling'* — 

for it is the past that gives me most delight and 
most assurance of reality. What to me con- 
stitutes the great charm of the Confessions of 
Rousseau is their turning so much upon this 
feeling. He seems to gather up the past mo- 
ments of his being like drops of honey-dew 
to distil a precious liquor from them ; his al- 
ternate pleasures and pains are the bead-roll 
that he tells over, and piously worships ; he 
makes a rosary of the flowers of hope and 
fancy that strewed his earliest years. When 
he begins, the last of the Reveries of a Solitary 
W alker , II y a aujourd’hui^ jour des Pd- 
ques FleureSj cinquante ans depuis que 
j^ai premier vu Madame fV areas what a 
yearning of the soul is implied in that short 
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sentence ! Was all that had happened to him, 
all that he had thought and felt in that sad in- 
terval of time, to he accounted nothing ? Was 
that long, dim, faded retrospect of years hap- 
py or miserable, a blank that was not to make 
his eyes fail and his heart faint within him in 
trying to grasp all that had once filled it and 
that had since vanished, because it was not a 
prospect into futurity ? Was he wrong in find- 
ing more to interest him in it than in the 
next fifty years — which he did not live to see ; 
or if he had, what then ? Would they have 
been worth thinking of, compared with the 
times of his youth, of his first meeting with 
Madame Warens, with those times which he 
has traced with such truth and pure delight 
“ in our heart’s tables?” When “ all the life 
of life was flown,” was he not to live the first 
and best part of it over again, and once more 
be all that he then was ? — Y e woods that crown 
the clear lone brow of Norman-Court, why do 
I revisit ye so oft, and feel a soothing con- 
sciousness of your presence, but that your high 
tops waving in the wind recal to me the hours 
and ytars that are forever fled, that ye renew 
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m ceaseless murmurs the story of long-che> 
risked hopes and bitter disappointment, that in 
your solitudes and tangled wilds 1 can wander 
and lose myself, as I wander on and am lost 
in the solitude of my own heart •, and that as 
your rustling branches give the loud blast to 
th^e waste below — ^borne on the thoughts of 
other years, I can look down with patient an- 
guish at the cheerless desolation which I feel 
within ! "Without that face pale as the prim- 
rose with hyacinthine locks, forever shun- 
ning and forever haunting me, mocking my 
waking thoughts as in a dream, without that 
smile which my heart could never turn to 
scorn, without those eyes dark with their own 
lustre, still bent on mine, and drawing the 
soul into their liquid mazes like a sea of love, 
without that name trembling in fancy’s ear, 
without that form gliding before me like 
Oread or Dryad in fabled groves, what should 
[ do, how pass the listless, leaden-footed 
hours ? Then wave, wave on, ye woods of 
Tuderley, and lift your high tops in the air ; 
my sighs and vows uttered by your mystic 
voice breathe into me my former being, and 
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enable me to bear the thing I am! — The ob- 
1 jects that we have known in better days are 
I the main props that sustain the weight of our 
affections, and give us strength to await our 
future lot. The future is like a dead wall or 
' a thick mist hiding all objects from our view ; 
the past is alive and stirring with objects, 
bright or solemn, and of unfading interest. 
What is it in fact that we recur to oftenest ? 
What subjects do we tliink or talk of? Not 
the ignorant future, but the well-stored past. 
Othello, the Moor of Venice, amused himself 
and his hearers at the house of Signor Bra- 
bantio by “running through the story of his 
life even from his boyish days ; ” and oft “ be- 
guiled them of their tears, when he did speak 
of some disastrous stroke which his youth 
suffered.’’ This plan of ingratiating himself 
would not have answered, if the past had 
been, like the contents of an old almanac, of 
no use bat to be thrown aside and forgotten. 
What a blank, for instance, does the history 
of the world for the next six thousand years 
present to the mind, compared with that of. 
the last ! All that strikes the imagination or 
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excites any interest in the mighty scene is 
what has been!* 

Neither in itself then, nor as a subject of 
general contemplation, has the future any ad- 
vantage over the past. But with respect to 
our grosser passions and pursuits it has. As 
felt as regards the appeal to the understanding 
or the imagination, the past is just as good, as 
real, of as much intrinsic and ostensible value 
as the future : but there is another principle 
in the human mind, the principle of action or 
will ; and of this tlie past has no hold, the fu- 
ture engrosses it entirely to itself. It is this 
strong lever of the affections that gives so 
powerful a bias to our sentiments on this sub- 
ject, and violently transposes the natural or- 
der of our associations. We regret the plea- 

* A treatise on the MiJlennium is dull^ but who was ever 
weary of reading the fables of the Golden Age? On my once 
observing 1 should like to have been Claude, a person said, 

** he should not, for that then it would by this time have 
been all over with him.’’ As if it could possibly signify when 
we live (saving and excepting the present minute), or as if the 
value of human life decreased or increased with successive 
centuries. At that rate, we had better have our life still to 
come at some future period, and so postpone our existence 
century after ceptury ad infinitum. 
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sures wc have lost, and eagerly anticipate 
those which are to come : we dwell with, sa- 
tisfaction on the evils from which we have 
escaped ( Posthaec meminisse juvabit ) — and 
dread future pain. The good that is past is 
in this sense like money that is spent, which 
is of no further use, and about which we give 
ourselves little concern. The good we ex- 
pect is like a store yet untouched, and in the 
enjoyment of which we promise ourselves in- 
finite gratification, ^hat has happened to us 
we think of no consequence : what is to hap- 
pen to us, of the greatest. Why so ? Simply 
because the one is still in our power, and the 
other not — ^because the elforts of the will to 
bring any object to pass or to prevent ft 
strengthen our attachment or aversion to that 
object — because the pains and attention 1)6- 
stowed upon any thing add to our interest in 
it, and because the liabitual and earnest pur- 
suit of any end redoubles the ardour of our 
expectations, and converts the speculative and 
indolent .satisfaction we might otherwise feel 
in it into real passion. Our regrets, anxiety, 
and wishes arc thrown away upon the past : 
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i)ut the insisting on the importance of the fa- 
ilure is of the utmost use in aiding our reso- 
lutions, and stimulating our exertipns. If 
the future were no more amenable to our 
wills than the past ; if our precautions, our 
sanguine schemes, our hopes and fears, were 
of as litde avail in the one case as in the other ; 
if we could neither soften our minds to plea- 
sure, nor steel our fortitude to the resistance 
of pain beforehand ; if all o])jects drii'ted along 
by us like straws or pieces of wood in a river, 
the will being purely passive, and as little 
able to obviate the future as to arrest the past, 
we should in that case be equally indifferent 
to both; that is, we should consider each 
IIS it ailecled the thoughts and imagination 
with certain sentiments of approbation or re- 
gret, but without the importunity of desire, 
the irritation of the will, throwing the whole 
weight of passion and prejudice into one scale, 
and leaving the other quite empty. While 
the blow is coming, we prepare to meet it, we 
think to ward off or break its force, we arm 
ourselves with patience to endure what can- 
not be avoided, we agitate ourselves with fifty 
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needless alarms about it 5 but when the blow 
is once struck, the pang is over, the struggle is 
no longer necessary, and we cease to harass 
or torment ourselves about it more than we 
can help. It is not that the one belongs to 
the future, and the other to time past ; but 
that the one is a subject of action, of uneai»y 
apprehension, of strong passion, and that the 
other has passed wholly out of the sphere of 
action into the region of reflection — 

** Calm pleasures there abide, majestic pains.”' 

It would not give a man more concern to 
know that he should be put to the rack a 
year hence, than to recollect that he had been 
put to it a year ago, but that he hopes to 
avoid the one, whereas he must sit down pa- 
tiently under the consciousness of the other. 


' 111 like manner, though we know that an event must 
have taken place at a distance, long bci'ore wc can licai 
the result, yet as Jong as wc remain in ignorance of it, we 
irritate ourselves about it, and suJTer all the agonies of sus- 
pense, as if it were still to come^ but as soon as our uncertainty 
is removed, our fretful impatience vanisJies, we resign our- 
selves to fate, and make up our minds to what has happened 
as well as wc can. 
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fn this hope he wears himself out in vain 
struggles with fate, and puts himself to the 
rack of his imagination every day he lias to 
live in the mean while. When the event is so 
remote or so independent of the will as to set 
aside the necessity of immediate action, or to 
b.‘Aille all attempts to defeat it, it gives us little 
more disturbance or emotion than if it had 
already taken place, or were something to 
happen in another state of being, or to an 
indiHercnt person. Criminals arc observed to 
grow more anxious as their trial approaches ; 
but after the sentence is passed, they become 
tolerably resigned, and generally sleep sound 
the night before its execution. 

• It in some measure confirms this theory, 
that men attach more or less importance to 
j)ast and future events, according as they are 
more or less engaged in action and the busy 
scenes of life. Those who have a fortune to 
make or are in pursuit of rank and power 
think little of the past, for it does not con- 
tribute greatly to their views : those who have 
nothing to do but to think, take nearly the 
same interest in the past as in the future. 
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The contemplation of the one is as delightful 
and real as that of the other. The season of 
hope has an end ; but the remembrance of it 
is left. The past still lives in the memory 
of those who have leisure to look back upon 
the way that they have trod, and can from 
it ‘‘ catch glimpses that may make them less 
forlorn.” The turbulence of action, and un- 
easiness of desire, must point to the future : 
it is only in the quiet innocence of shepherds, 
in the simplicity of pastoral ages, that a tomb 
was found with this inscription — “ i at.so was 

AN ARCADIAN ! ” 

Though I by no means think that our habi- 
tual attachment to life is in exact proportion 
to the value of the gift, yet I am not one of 
those splenetic persons who alfect to think 
it of no value at all. Que peu de chose 
est la vie humaine — ^is an exclamation in 
the mouths of satirists and philosophers, to 
which 1 cannot agree. It is little, it is short, 
it is noi worth having, if we take the last 
hour, and leave out all that has gone before, 
which has been one way of looking at the 
subject. Such calcidators seem to say that 
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life is nothing when it is over, and that may 
in their sense be true. If the old rule — Res- 
pice finetn — were to be made absolute, and 
no one could be pronounced fortunate till 
the day of his death, there are few among us 
whose existence would, upon these condi- 
ti(fns, be much to be envied. But this is not 
a fair view of the case. A man’s life is his 
whole life, not the last glimmering snuff of 
the candle; and tliis, I say, is considerable, 
and not a little matter, whether we regard 
its pleasures or its pains. To draw a peevish 
conclusion to the contrary from our own su- 
perannuated desires or forgetful indifference 
is about as reasonable as to say, a man never 
^as young because he is grown old, or 
never Jived because he is now dead. The 
length or agrceableness of a journey does not 
depend on the few last steps of it ; nor is the 
size of a building to be judged of from the 
last stone that is added to it. It is neither 
. ihe first nor last hour of our existence, but 
the space that parts these two — not our exit 
nor our entrance upon the stage, but what 
we do, feel, and think while there — tliat we 
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are to attend to in pronouncing sentence 
upon it. Indeed, it would be easy to shev/ 
that it is the very extent of human life, the 
infinite number of things contained in il, its 
contradictory and fluctuating interests, the 
transition from one situation to another, the 
hours, months, years spent in one fond pur- 
suit after another; that it is, in a word, the 
length ofour common journey with the quan- 
tity of events crowded into it, that, baflling 
the grasp of our actual perception, makes it 
slide from our memory, and dwindle into 
nothing in its own perspective. It is too 
mighty for us, and wc say it is nothing ! It 
is a speck in our fancy, and yet what canvas 
would be big enough to hold its striking 
groups, its endless subjects! Il is light as 
vanity, and yet if all its weary moments, if 
all its head and heart aches were compress- 
ed into one, what fortitude would not be 
overwhelmed with the blow 1 What a huge 
heap, a “ huge, dumb heap, ” of wishes, 
thoughts, feelings, anxious cares, soothing 
hopes, loves, joys, friendships, is it composed 
of ! How many ideas and trains of sentiment, 
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Idng and deep and intense, often pass through 
the mind in only one day’s thinking or. read- 
ing, for instance ! How many such days are 
there in a year, how many years in a long life, 
still occupied with something interesting, still 
recalling some old impression, still recurring 
to, some difficult question and making pro- 
gress init, eveiy step accompanied with a sense 
of power, and every moment conscious of 
“ the high endeavour or the glad success;” 
for the mind fixes chiefly on that which 
keeps it employed, and is wound up to a cer- 
tain pitch of pleasurable excitement or lively 
solicitude, by the necessity of its own nature. 
The division of the map of life into its com- 
ponent parts is heautifully made by King 
Henry VI. 

Oh God! methinksit were; a happy life 
To be no belter than a homely swain. 

To sic upon a hill as 1 do now, 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point. 

Thereby to see the minutes how they run ; 

How many make the hour full complete, 

How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finish up the year, 

How many years a mortal man may live : 

When this is known, then to divide the time; 
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So many hours must 1 tend my flock, 

So many hours must I take my rest, 

So many hours must 1 contemplate, 

So many hours must 1 sport myself ; 

So many days my ewes have been with young, 

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean. 

So many months ere 1 shall shear the fleece : 

So many minutes, hours, weeks, months, and years 
Past over to the end they were created, ^ 

Would bring grey hairs unto a cpiiet grave.” 

I myself am neither a king nor a shepherd : 
books have been my fleecy charge, and my 
thoughts have been my subjects. But these 
have found me sufficient employment at the 
time, and enough to muse on for the time to 
come. — 

The passions intercept and warp the natural 
progress of life. They paralyse all of it that 
is not devoted to their tyranny and caprice. 
This makes the difference between the laugh- 
ing innocence of childhood, the pleasantness 
of youth, and the crabbedness of age. A load 
of cares lies like a weight of guilt upon the 
mind : so that a man of business often has all 
the air, the distraction and restlessness and * 
hurry of feeling of a criminal. A knowledge 
of the world takes away the freedom and sim- 
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plicity of thought as effectually as the conta- 
gion of its example. The artlessness and 
candour of our early years are open to all 
impressions alike, because the mind is not 
clogged and pre-occupied 'with other objects. 
Our pleasures and our pains come single, 
maj{.e room for one another, and the spring 
of the mind is fresh and unbroken, its aspect 
clear and unsullied. Hence “the tear forgot 
as soon as shed, the sunshine of the breast.” 
but as we advance farther, tlie will gets greater 
head. We form violent antipathies and in- 
dulge exclusive preferences. We make up 
our minds to some one thing, and if we cannot 
have that, will have nothing. We are wedded 
tg opinion, to fancy, to prejudice ; which de- 
stroys the soundness of our judgments, and 
the serenity and buoyancy of our feelings. 
The chain of habit coils itself round the 
heart, like a serpent, to gnaw and stifle it. 
It grows rigid and callous ; and for the soft- 
ness and elasticity of childhood, full of proud 
flesh and obstinate tumours. The violence 
•and perversity of our passions comes in more 
and more to overlay our natural sensibility 



64 ON THE PAST AND FUTURE. 

I 

and well-grounded affections ; and we screfw 
ourselves up to aim only at those things which 
are neither desirable nor practicable. Thus 
life passes away in the feverish irritation of 
pursuit and the cerUiinty of disappointment. 
By degrees, nothing hut this morbid state of 
feeling satisfies us : and all common pleasures 
and cheap amusements are sacrificed to thd 
demon of ambition, avarice, or dissipation. 
The machine is ovenvrought : the parching 
heat of the veins dries up and withers the 
flowers of Love, Hope, and Joy; and any 
pause, any release from the rack of ecstasy on 
which we are stretched, seems more insup- 
portable than the pangs which we endure. 
We are suspended between tormenting dp- 
sires and the horrors of ennui. The impulse 
of the will, like the wheels of a carriage going 
down hill, becomes too strong for the driver, 
Reason, and cannot be stopped nor kept 
within bounds. Some idea, some fancy, takes 
possession of the brain; and however ridi- 
culous, iiowever distressing, however ruin-" 
ous, haunts us by a sort of fascination through 
life. 
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Not only is the principle here pointed out 
to be seen at work in our more turbulent 
passions and pursuits ; but even in the for- 
mal study of arts and sciences the same 
thing takes place, and undermines the repose 
and happiness of life. The eagerness of 
jwirsiiit overcomes the satisfaction to result 
from the accomplishment. The mind is over- 
strained to attain its purpose •, and when it is 
attained, the ease and alacrity necessary to 
enjoy it are gone. The irritation of action 
does not cease and go down with the occasion 
for it 5 but WQ arc first uneasy to get to the 
end of our work, and then uneasy for want of 
something to do. The ferment of the brain 
•docs not of itself subside into pleasure and 
soft repose. Hence the disposition to strong 
stimuli observable in persons of much in- 
tellectual exertion, to allay and carry off the 
over-excitement. The impw{fisatori poets 
(it is recorded by Spence in his Anecdotes 
of Pope) cannot sleep after an evenings 
continued display of their singular and diffi- 
cult art. The rhymes keep running in their 
heads in spite of themselves, and will not let 

3. 
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them rest. Mechanics and labouring people 
never know what to do with tliemselves on 
a Sunday ; though they return to their work 
wilh greater spirit for the relief, and look 
forward to it with pleasure all the week. 
Sir Joshua Reynolds vras never comfortable 
put of his painting-room, and died of chagria 
and regret, because he could not paint on to 
the last moment of his life. He used to say 
that he could go on retouching a picture for- 
ever, as long as it stood on his easel; but as 
soon as it was once fairly out of the house, 
he never wished to sec it again. An inge- 
nious artist of our own time has been heard to 
declare, that if ever the Devil got him into 
his clutches, he would set him to copy hi.s 
own pictures. Thus the secure, self-com- 
placent retrospect to what is done is nothing ; 
while the anxious, uneasy looking forward to 
what is to come is every thing. W e arc afraid 
to dwell upon the past, lest it should retard 
our future progress; the indulgence of ease 
is fatal to excellence; and to succeed in life, 
we lose the ends of being ! 
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ON PEOPLE WITH ONE IDEA. 


There arc people who have but one idea : 
at least, if they have mere, they keep it a 
secret, for they never talk but of one siibjccl. 

There is MajorCartwright*: he has but one 
idea or subject of discourse, Parliamentary 
Reform. Now Parliamentary Reform is (as far 
as I know) a very good thing, a very good 
idea, and a very good subject to talk about : 
^but why should it be the only one? To hear 
the worthy and gallant Major resumehis favou- 
rite topic, is like law-business, or a person who 
has a suit in Chancery depending. Nothing 
can be attended to, nothing can be talked 
of but that. Now it is getting on, now again 
it is standing still *, at one time the Master has 
promised to pass judgment by a certain day, at 

' This most u'spectable man died latclyat a very advanced 
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another he has put it off again and called for 
more papers, and both are ecpially reasons for 
speaking of it. Like the piece of packthread 
in the barristers hands, he turns and twists 
it all ways, and cannot proceed a step without 
it. Some school-boys cannot read, unless it 
be in their own book : and the man of one 
idea cannot converse out of his own subject. 
Convcrsalioii it is not^ but a sort of recital of 
the preamble of a bill, or a collection of grave 
arguments for a man’s being of opinion with 
himself. It would be woll if there was any 
thing of characler, of eccentricity in all this^ 
but that is not the case. It is a political homily 
personified, a walking common-place we have 
to encounter and listen to. It is just as if a 
man was to insist on your hearing him go 
through the fifth chapter of the book of Judges 
every time you meet, or like the slory of the 
Cosmogony in the Vicar of M^akefield. It is 
a tune played on a barrel-organ. It is a com- 
mon vehicle of discourse inlo which such per- 
sons get and arc set down when they please, 
without any pains or trouble to themselves. 
Neither is it professional pedantry or trading 
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/Quackery : it has no excuse. The man has 
no more to do with the question which he 
saddles on all hisliearers than you have. This 
is what makes the matter hopeless. If a far- 
mer talks to you about his pigs or his poultry, 
or a physician about his patients, or a lawyer 
about his briefs, or a merchant about stock, 
or an author about himself, you know howto 
account for this 5 it is a common infirmity: you 
have a laugh at his expense, and llicrc is no 
more to be said. Bui here is a man who goes 
out of his way to be absurd, and is Iroublc- 
somc by a romantic effort of generosity. You 
cannot say to him, ‘‘ All this may be inter- 
esting to you, but 1 have no concern in it 
^you cannot put him olf in that w^ay. lie re- 
torts the Latin adage upon you — JVi/iil /in- 
mani a me alieniim puto. lie has got pos- 
session of a subject which is of universal and 
paramount interest (not “ a fcc-grief, due to 
some single breast”) — and on that plea may 
hold you by the button as long as he chooses. 
Ilis delight is to harangue on what no-wise 
regards himself : how then can you refuse to 
listen to what as little amuses you.^ Time 
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and tide wait for no man. The business of 
the state admits of no delay. The question 
of Universal Siifli'age and Annual Parliaments 
stands first on the order of the day — lakes 
precedence in its own right of every other 
question. Any other topic, grave or gay, is 
looked upon in the light of impertinence, and 
sent to Coventry. Business is an interrup- 
tion 5 pleasure a digression from it. It is the 
question before every company where the 
Major comes (which immediately resolves 
itself into a committee of the whole world 
upon it) is carried on by means of a perpetual 
virtual adjournment, and it is presumed that 
no other is to be entertained wdiile this is pen- 
ding — a presumption which gives its perseve- 
ring advocate a fair prospect of expatiating on 
it to his dying day. As Cicero says of study, 
it follows him into the country, it stays with 
him at home 5 it sits with him at breakfast, 
and goes out with him to dinner. It is like; 
a part of his dress, of the costume of his per- 
son, without which he would be at a loss what 
to do. If he meets you in the street, he 
accosts you v ith it as a form of salutation ; if 
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you see him at his own house, it is supposed 
you come upon that. If you happen to re- 
mark, “ It is a fine day or tlie town is full,” 
it is considered as a temporary compromise 
of the question ; you are suspected of not 
going the whole length of the principle. As 
S^iicho when reprimanded for mentioning his 
homely favourite in the Duke’s kitchen, de- 
fended himself by saying — “ There 1 thought 
of Dapple, and there 1 spoke of him” — so our 
true stickler for Reform neglects no opportu- 
nity of introducing the subject wherever he 
is. Place its veteran champion under the 
i'rozen north, and he will celebrate sweet smil- 
ing Reform ; place him under the mid-day 
^frie sun, and he will talk of nothing but 
Reform — Reform so sweetly smiling and so 
.sweetly promising for the last forty years — 

Dtilcc rulcntciii Lnla{];cii, 

Diilrc lot|iiciUi*ni ! 


A topic of thissort, of which the pci’son himself 
may be considered as almost sole proprietor 
and patentee, is an estate for life, free from all 
incumbrance of wit, thought, or study; you 
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live upon it as a settled income 5 and others 
might as well think to eject you out of a capital 
freehold inheritance as think to drive you out 
of it into the wide world of common sense and 
argument. Every man’s house is his castle ; 
and every man’s common-place is his strong- 
hold, from which he looks out and smiles «t 
the dust and heal of controversy, raised by a 
number of frivolous and vexatious questions 
— “ Rings the world Avilh the vain stir!” A 
cure for this and every other evil would be a 
Parliamentary Reform ; anil so we return in a 
perpetual circle to the point from which we 
set out. Is not this a species of sober madness 
more provoking than the real !’ Has not the 
theoretical enthusiasthismind as muchwarped, 
as much enslaved by one idea as the acknow- 
ledged lunatic, besides that the former has no 
lucid intervals? If you sec a visionary of this 
class going along the street, you can tell as 
well what iie is thinking of and will say next, 
as the man that fancies himself a tea-pot or 
the Czar of Muscovy. The one is as inacces- 
sible to reason as the other : if the one raves, 
the other doies! 
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' "TTkere ap</ some who fancy the Corn-Bill the 
root of all evil, and others who trace all the 
miseries of life to the practice of muffling up 
eliildren in night-clothes when they sleep or 
travel. They will dcclaimhy the hour together 
on the first, and argue themselves black in the 
f^'c on the last. It is in vain that you give up 
tlje point. They persist in the debate, and 
l)egin again — ‘Mbit don’t you see — ?” These 
sort of partial ol)li([uilies, as they are more en- 
Icrlainingand original, are also l)y their nature 
in!ermiltent. They hold a man bat for a season, 
lie may have one a year or every tw^o years 5 
and though, while he is in the heat of any new 
discovery, Ik* will let yon hear of nothing else, 
ylic varies from himself, and is amusing unde- 
signedly. He is not Id^i; thechimes at midnight. 

People of the eharacicr here spoken of, that 
is, who tease you to death with some one idea, 
generally dilfer in their favourite notion from 
the rest of tlie w orld *, and indeed it is the love 
of distinction which is mostly at ihe bottom of 
this peculiarity. Thus one person is remark- 
able for living on a vegetable diet, and never 
fails to entertain you all dinner-time w'ith an 
VOL, I. 4 
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invective against animal food. One of this 
•self-denying class, who adds to the primitive 
simplicity of this sort of food the recommen- 
dation of having it in a raw stale, lamenting 
the death of a patient whom he had augured 
to be in a good way as a convert to his system, 
at last accounted for his disappointment ini. a 
whisper — ‘ ‘ But she ate meat privately, depend 
upon it !” It is not pleasant, though it is what 
one submits to willingly from some people, to 
be asked every time you meet, whether you 
have quite left olf drinking wine, and to be 
complimented or condoled with on your looks 
according as you answer in the alTirraalive or 
negative. Aberuelhy thinks his pill an in- 
fallible cure for all disorders. A person onc(' 
complaining to his physician that he thought 
his mode of treatment had not answ^ered, he 
assured him it was the best in the world, — 

‘ ‘ and as a proof of it,” says he, “ 1 have had one 
gentlem.'iu, a patient with your disorder, under 
the same - egimen for the last sixteen years ! ’ ’ — 

I have known persons whose minds were en- 
tirely taken up at all times and on all occasions 
with such cpiestions as the Abolition of the 
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Slavd2¥fsrd^ the Restoration of the Jews, or 
ihe progress of Unitarianism. I myself at one 
period took a pretty strong turn to inveighing 
:igainst tlic doctrine of Divine Right, and am 
not yet cured of my prejudice on that subject. 
How many projectors have gone mad in good 
Ccti'nest from incessantly liarping on one idea, 
the discovery of the philosopher’s stone, the 
finding outlhe longitude, or paying oiflhe na- 
lional debt! The disorder at length conies lo 
a fatal crisis^ but long before this, and while 
they were w^alking about and talking as usual, 
rtie derangement of the fancy, the loss of all 
voluntary power to control or alienate their 
ideas from the single subject that occupied 
diem, was gradually taking place, and over- 
turning the fabric of the understanding by 
wrenching it on one side. Alderman Wood 
has, I should sup|>ose, talked of nothing but 
the Queen in all companies for the last six 
months. Happy Alderman Wood ! Some 
persons have got a definition of the verb, 
others a system of short-hand, others a cure 
for typhus fever, others a method for preven- 
ting the counterfeiting of bank-notes, which 
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they think llie best possible, and IVidcJil the 
only one. Others insist there have been only 
three great men in the world, leaving you to 
add a loiirlli. A man who has been in Ger- 
many will somelimcs talk of nothing but what 
i'j German : a ScoUdinian always leads ihe dis- 
course to his ovMi country. Some descant on 
the Kanloau philosojdiy. I'lierc is a conceited 
fellow about tow n who talks alw ays and every 
where on this subject, lie wears the Cate- 
gories round his neck like a pearl-chain : he 
plays olf the names of the primary and tran- 
scendenta] ({iialitics, like rings on his lingers: ^ 
He talks of Llu‘Kanlean system wdiile he dances^ 
he talks of it w hile he dines ; he talks of it to 
his children, to his apprentices, to his custo- 
mers. lie called on me to convince me of it, 
and said 1 was oidy pnweiitcd from becom- 
ing a complete convert by one or two pre- 
judices. He knows no more about it than a 
pike-stati* AVhy tlien docs he make so much 
ridiculoic^ fuss about it ? It is not that he has 
got this one idea in his head, but that he has 
got no other. A dunce may talk on the sub- 
ject of the Kanlean philosophy witli great im 



ON PEOPLE WITH ONE IMA. 




77 


pnni>j*>r opened his lips on any other, 
lie might be found out. A Froncli lady, who 
had married an Englishman who said little, 
excused him by saying — is always think- 
ing of Locke and New ton.” Tliis is one way 
of passing muster by following in the suite 
oli great names! — A friend of mine, w^hom f 
met one day in the street, accosted me \vitli 
more than usual vivacity, and said, “Well, 
weVc selling, AveVe selling!” I thought he 
meant a house. ‘‘No,” he said, “haven’t you 
seen the advertisement in ihe new'spapers? I 
-^ftcan fivc-and-twenty copies of the Essay,” 
This w^ork, a comely, capacious quarto on the 
most abstruse metaphysics, had occupied his 
..sole thoughts for several years, and he con- 
cluded that I must be thinking of what he 
was. 1 believe, however, 1 may say 1 am 
nearly the only person that ever read, cer- 
lalnly tliat ever jirelendcd to understand it. It 
is an original and most ingenious w ork, nearly 
as incomprehensible as it is original, and as 
qnaintas it isingmiious. Iftlieauthoristaken 
up with the ideas in his owm head and no others, 
he has a right : for he has ideas there, that are 
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to be met with nowhere else, aiiVflthirbfo'cca- 
sionally would not disjjrace a Berkeley. A dex- 
trous plagiarist might get himself an immense 
reputation by pulling them in a popular dress. 
Oh! how little do they know, who have never 
done any thing but repeat after others by role, 
the pangs, the labour, the yearnings and mis- 
givings of mind it costs, lo get at the gei’in of 
an original idea — lo dig it out of the hidden 
recesses of lliought and nalure, and bring it 
half-ashamed, struggling, and deformed into 
the day — to give words and intelligible sym- 
bols lo that wliich was never imagiiicd or - 
pressed before ! Il is as if the dumb should 
speak for the first lime, or as if things should 
slammer out their own meaning, through the 
imperfect organs of mere sense. I wish lhal 
some of our fluent, plausible declaimcrs, who 
have such store of w'ords lo cover the want of 
ideas, would lend their art to this writer. If he, 
“poor, unfledged” in this re.specl, “who has 
scarce w inged from view o’ th’ iiesl,” could find 
a languagi! for his thoughts, truth would find 
a language for some of her secrets. Mr. Fearn 
was buried in the woods of Indoslau. In his 
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leisiirirlttWh 
ho took it into his head to look into his own 
mind. A whim or two, an odd fancy, like 
a film bcfoi’e tlie eye, now and then crossed 
it : it struck him as something' curious, hut the 
impression at first disappeared like breath upon 
f'ftss. He thought no more of it 5 yet still the 
same conscious feelings returned, and what 
at first was chance or instinct, became a habit. 
Several notions had taken possession of his 
brain relating to mcnt.al processes which he 
had never heard alluded to in conversation ; 
Tnit not being well versed in such matters, he 
did not know whether they were to be found 
in learned authors or not. He took a journey 
to the capital of the Peninsula on purpose, 
bought Locke, Reid, Stewart, and Berkeley, 
whom he consulted with eager curiosity when 
he got home, but did not find what he looked 
for. He set to work himself: and in a few 
weeks, sketched out a rough draught of his 
thoughts and observations on bamboo paper. 
The eagerness of his new' pursuit, together with 
the diseases of the climate, proved too much 
for his constitution, and he was forced to re- 
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Dusiness and from tiger-shooting. 
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turn to this counlry. He put his m'Slyptfysics, 
his bamboo manuscript, into the boat with 
him, and as he floated down the Ganges, said 
to himself, “If I Jive, this will live ; if 1 die, 
it will not be heard of.” AVhat is fame to 
such a feeling .I* The babbling of an idiot ! He 
brought the W'ork home with him, and twice 
had it stereotyped. The first sketch he allow' ed 
was obscure, but the improved copy he t bought 
could not fail to strike. It did not succeetl . 
iThc world, as Goldsmith .said of himself, made 
i point of taking no notice of it. £vcr since 
he has had nothing but disappointment aiJTi 
vexation — the greatest and most heart-break- 
ing of all others — that of not being able to 
make yourself understood. Mr. Fcarn tells me 
there is a sensible writer in the Monthly Review 
who sees the thing in its proper light, and says 
so. But 1 have heard of no other instance. 
There are notwithstanding ideas in this work, 
neglected and ill-treated as it has been, that 
lead to more curious and subtle speculations 
on some of the most disputed and difficult 
points of the philosophy of the human mind 
(such as ivfation, abstraction, etc.) than have 
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l)(icn out ill any work for llic last si.vty 

y(‘ars, 1 mean since Hunic-, for since liis time, 
there has been no metaphysician in this coun- 
try worth tlie name. Yet liis Treatise on 
Human Nature, he tells us, fell still-born 
from tlie press.” So it is that knowledge works 
iLf way, and reputation lingers far boliind it. 
but Irutli is l)elter than opinion, I maintain itj 
and as to tlie two sler(‘otyped and unsold edi- 
tions of the Kssay on Conseioiisness, 1 say, 
Hnni soil (fiii inaljpcnse!" — ftly Uncle Toby 
had one idea in his head, that of his l)Owling- 
and another, that of the AVidow M’ad- 
man. Oli, spare them both! I will only add 
one more anecdote in illuslralion of this theory 
of the miiufs being occupied with one idea, 
wliicli is most frecpiently of a man’s self. A 
celebrated lyrical writer happened to drop into 
a small parly where they had just got the 
novel of Roll Roy, by the author of Wavericy. 

* Quailo porliy, a.s well as qiuulo mctapli) sics, does not 
.iJwa^s scJI. Going one clay into a shop in Paternostcr-row 
to SCO foi' some lines in Mr. Wordsworth’s Excursion lo 
interlaid some prose with, J applied lo the constituted au- 
liioritics, and asked if 1 could look at a copy of the Excursion? 
I'he answer was— “ Jiilo wtiich county, Sir?” 
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The motto in the title-page was tal{eR'-??bm a 
poem of his. This was a hint sullicicnt, a word 
to the wise. He instantly went to the book- 
shelf in the next room, took down the volume 
of his own poems, read the whole of that in 
question aloud w’ith manifest complacency, 
replaced it on the shelf, and walked awaj ■, 
taking no more notice of Rob Roy than if 
there had been no such person, nor of ihe 
new novel than if it had not been written 
by its renowned author. There was no re- 
ciprocity in this. Rut the writer in ques- 
tion does not admit of any merit, second .Ar 
his own.' 

Rfr. Owen is a man remarkable for one 


I he^e (antnbtic pocis arc like a fooDsli ringtii' at Plymoiiih 
that Nortlicolc tells llie story of. He was pioiul of liih 
ringing, and tlie boys who made a jest of his foible used to 
get him into tlic belfry, and ask him, “Well now, John, how 
many good lingcis arc there in Plymouth?” “Two,” he 
would say, v, iihoutany hesitation. “Ay, indeed! and who 
are they Why, first, there’s myself, that’s oncj and — 

and” “Wei!, and who’s the other ?”-“ Why, ilicre’s, 

ilieic s— Eeod, J can’t think of any other but niysell ” 
U a//), ive one blaster f^auncelot. The story is of ringers : 
it wdl do foi iiiy vain, shallow, scll-satisfied egotist of 
thetn all. 
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idea. • that of himself and the Lanark 
eotton-mills. He carries this idea backwards 
and forwards with him from Glasfjow to Lon- 
don, without allowing any thing for attrition, 
and expects to find it in the same state of pu- 
rity and perfection in the latter place as at the 
fo#mer. He acquires a wonderful velocity 
and impenetrability in his undaunted transit. 
Resistance to Iiim is vain, while the whirling 
inolion of tlu‘ mail-coach remains in liisliead. 

Nmi Alps lun Aju'iininrs ran krrp Llin out, 

Nor rniiidcd mlonbt.” 

He even got possession, in the suddenness of 
his onset, of tlie steam-engine of tfie Times 
.Newspaper, and struck olf ten thousand wood- 
cuts of llie Projected Villages, which afforded 
an ocular demonstration to all who saw them 
of tlie practicability of Mr. Owens whole 
schimie. He comes into a room with one of 
these documents in his hand, with the air of 
a sclioolmaster and a quack-doctor mixed, 
a>.ks very kindly how yon do, and on hearing 
you are still in an indifferent state of health 
owing to bad digestion, instantly turns round, 
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and observes, “ That alJ that will\jTnTriiedied 
in his plan ; that indeed he thinks too much 
attention has been paid to the mind, and not 
enough to the body ; that in his system, whieli 
lie lias now perfected and which will shortly 
be generally adopted, he has provided ellec- 
tually for both : that he has been long of ojii- 
iiioii that the mind depends altogether on the 
physical organisation, and where the latter is 
neglected or disordered, the former must 
languish and want its duo vigour : that exer- 
cise is therefore a part of his system, with full 
liberty to develop cveiy faculty of mind u'lnr 
body : that two objections had been made to 
his New View of Society, viz. its want of re- 
laxation from labour, and its want of variety ; 
but the first of these, the too great restraint, 
he trusted he had already answered, for w'here 
the powers of mind and body were freely 
exercised and brought out, suri^ly liberty 
must be allowed to exist in the highest degree; 
and as to the second, the monotony which 
would be produced by a regular and general 
plan of co-operation, ho conceived he had 
proved in his “New \iew” and “ Addresses 
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lo lhe*l;igliur Classes; ” that the co-operation 
he had recommended was necessarily con- 
ducive to the most extensive improvement ol* 
the ideas and lacullies, and where this was 
the case, there must he the greatest possible 
variety, instead of a want of it.” And having 
saW so, this expert and sweeping orator 
takes up his hat and walks down stairs after 
reading his lecture of truisms like a play-bill 
or an apolliecarv’s advertisement ; and should 
you slop him at the door to say by way of 
pulling in a word in common, ihalMr. Soii- 
ii.y seems somewhat favourable to his plan 
ill his late ‘‘Letter lo Mr. William Smith,” he 
looks at you willi a smile of pity at the futility 
■of all opposition and the idleness of all encou- 
ragemenl. People who thus swell out some 
vapid sclieme of their own into undue impor- 
tance, seem lo me to labour under water in 
I he head — Lo exhibit a huge hydrocephalus ! 
They may be very worthy people for all that, 
but they are bad companions and very indif- 
ferent rc.xsoncrs. Tom Moore says of some 
one somewhere, “ That he puts his hand in 
his breeches pocket like a crocodile.” The 
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phrase is hieroglyphical : but Mr. Owen and 
Others might be said to put their foot in the 
question of social improvement and reform ' 
much in the same unaccountable manner. 

I hate to be surfeited with any thing, 
however sweet. I do not want to be always 
lied to the same question, as if there were 
no other in the world. I like a mind more 
Catholic. 


“ I love to talk witli iiiariiicis, 
Thai come fiorii a far coiinlree.’’' 


I am not for a collusion” but “ airrrx- 
cliange” of ideas. It is well to hear whal 
other people have to say on a number of sub- 
jects. I do Jiot wish to be alw'ays respiring 
the same confiiKjd atmosplicre, but to vary 
the scene, and get a little relief and fresh air 
out of doors. Do all we can to sliake it off, 
there is always enough pedantiy, egotism, and 
^elf-couceit left lurking beliind : wc. need not 
seal ou) selves up hermetically in these pre- 
cious qualities; so as to think of nothing but 
our own wonderful discoveries, and hear 
nothing hut the sound of our own voice. 
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Scholars, like princes, may learn something 
by being incognito. Yet we see those w ho 
, cannot go into a bookseller’s shop, or bear to 
be five minutes in a stage-coach, without let- 
ling you know who they are. They carry 
their reputation about with them as the snail 
do«s its shell, and sit under its canopy like 
the lady in the lobster. 1 cannot understand 
this at all. AVhat is the use of a man’s .alw.ays 
revolving round his own little circle ? He 
must , onesliould think, be tired of it himself, 
as well as lire other people. A well-known 
wr-'er says with much boldness botli in the 
thought and expression, that “ a Lord is im- 
prisoned in the Bastille of a and cannot 

enlarge himself into man and 1 have known 
men of genius in the same predicament. Why 
must a man be forever mouthing out his own 
poetry, comparing himself with Milton, pas- 
sage by passage, and weighing every line in 
a balance of posthumous fame which he holds 
in his own hands !’ It argues a want of ima- 
{jination as well as of common sense. Has he 
ho ideas but what he has pul into verse; or 
none in common with his heaiers? Why 
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should he think it the only scholar-like thing, 
the only “ virtue extant” to see the merit of 
his writings, and that “ men wore brutes 
without themi'” Why should he bear a grudge 
to aU art, to all beauty, to all wisdom that 
does not spring from his own brain? Or why 
should he fondly imagine that there is butone 
fine thing in the world, namely poetry, and 
that he is the only poet in it? It will never 
do. Poetry is a very line thing; but there ar<! 
other things besides it. Every thing must have 
its turn. Does a wise man think to enlarge 
his comprehension by turning his eyes.tuidj- 
on himself, or hope to conciliate the admira- 
tion of others by scouting, proscribing, and 
loathing all that they delight in ? lie must^ 
cither have a disproportionate idea of himself; 
or be ignorant of the world, in which he lives. 
It is quite enough to have one class of people 
born to think the universe made for them ! — 
It seems also to argue a want of repose, of con- 
fidence, and lirm faith in a man’s real preten- 
sions to be always dragging them forward into 
the fore-ground, as if the proverb held here 
. — Out of sight out of mind. Does the author 
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•ill question conceive that no one would ever 
think of his poetry, unless he forced it upon 
them by repeating it himself? Does he believe 
all competition, all allowance of another’s 
merit fatal to him ? Must he, like Moody in 
the Country Girl, lock up the faculties of his 
admirers in ignorance of all other fine things, 
painting, music, the antique, lest they should 
play truant to him? Methinks, such a pro- 
ceeding implies no good opinion of his own 
genius or their taste : — it is deficient in dig- 
nity and in decorum. Surely if any one is 
€C!;^vinccd of the reality of an acquisition, he 
can bear not to have it spoken of every minute. 
If he knows he has an undoubted superiority 
in any respect, he will not be uneasy because 
every one he meets is not in the secret, nor be 
staggered by the report of rival excellence. 
One of the first mathematicians and classical 
scholars of the day was mentioning it as a 
compliment to himself that a cousin of his, a 
girl from school, had said of him — “ You 

know M is a very plain good sort ol 

young man, but he is not any tiling at all on ^ 
of the common.” L. H. once said to me — 

4. 
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“ I wonder J never heard you speak upon llus 
subject before, which you seem to have stu- 
died a fjood deal.” 1 answered, “Why, we , 
were not reduced to that, that 1 know of!" — 
There are persons, who without beiiii> 
chargeable with the vice here spoken of, yet 
“ stand aceountaut for as great a sin though 
not dull and monotonous, they are \ivacious 
mannerists in their conversation, and exces- 
sive egotists. Though they run over a thou- 
sand subjects in mere gaiety of heart, their 
delight still flow's from one idea, namely. 
thems(;lves. Open the book in w hat pagc,^i 
will, there is a frontispiece of themselves sta- 
ring you in the face, liiey are a sort ol' 

, lochs o’ ihe Green^ with a sprig of laurel, a^ 
little tinsel, and a little smut, but still playing 
antics and keeping in incessan motion, to 
attract attention and extort your pittance of 
approbation. Whether they talk of the low'ii 
or the country, poetry or politics, it comes to 
much the same thing. If they talk to you 
of the town, its diversions, “its palaces, its 
ladies, and its pomp,” they are the deliglit, 
the grace, and ornament of it. If thev arc dc- 
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scribing the charms of the country, they give 
no account of any individual spot or object, or 
source of pleasure but the circumstance of 
their being there. “ With them conversing, 
we forget all place, all seasons, and their 
change.” They perhaps pluck a leaf or a 
flosver, patronise it, and hand it you to ad- 
mire, but select no one feature of beauty or 
grandeur to dispute the palm of perfection 
with their own persons. Their rural descrip- 
tions are mere landscape back-grounds, with 
their own portraits in an engaging attitude in 
Iro.'.t. They arc not observing or enjoying 
the scene, but doing the honours as masters 
of the cerenioni(?s to nature, and arbiters of 
elegance to all humanity. If they tell a love- 
talc of enamoured princesses, it is plain they 
fancy themselves the hero of the piece. It 
they discuss poetry, their encomiums still turn 
on something genial and unsophisticated, 
meaning their own style ; if they enter into 
politics, it is understood that a hint from them 
to the potentates of Europe is suflicient. In 
.short, as a lover ( talk of what you will) brings 
in his mistress at every turn, so these persons 
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contrive to divert your attention to the same 
darling object — they arc, in fact, in love with 
tlicmselves ; and, like lovers, should be left to 
keep their own company. 



ESSAY V. 


ON THE IGNORANCE OF THE LEARNED. 


“ For tlic more langiingcs a man can speak, 

His talent has hut sprung the greater leak: 

And, for the industry he has spent upon’t, 

Must full as much some other way discount. 

The Hebrew, Chaldee, and the Syriac, 

• Do, like their letters, set men's reason hack, 

And turn their wits that strive to understand it 
(Like those that write the characters) left-handed. 

Yet he that is hut aide to express 
No sense at all in several languages. 

Will pass for learnedcr than he that’s known 
To speak the stiongest reason in his own.”. 

The AiniioH oi Hudidras. 

The doscripliou of persons who have the 
fewest ideas of all others arc mere authors and 
readers. It is better to be able neither to read 
nor write than to be able to do nothing else. 
A lounger who is ordinarily seen with a book 
in his hand, is (we may be almost sure) equally 



THE JGNORANCE 


94 

without the power or inclination to attend 
either to what passes around him, or in his 
own mind. Such a one may he said to carry 
his understanding about wdth liim in his ])oc- 
ket, or lo leave it at home on his library 
shelves. He is afraid of venturing on any train 
of reasoning, or of striking out any observa- 
tion tlial is not mechanically suggested to him 
by passing his eyes over certain legible cha- 
racters 5 shrinks from tlie fatigue of though*, 
wliich, for want of practice, becomes insu])- 
portable to him 5 and sits down eontemted 
with an endless Nvearisomcsuceessioji ofwu)rds 
and half-formed images, which fill the void of 
the mind, and continually efface one another. 
Learning is, in loo many cases, but a foil to 
common sense ; a substitute for true know - 
ledge. liooks are less often made use of as 
“spectacles” to look at nature with, than as 
blinds to keep out its strong light and shifting 
scenery from weak eyes and indolent dispo- 
sitions. I’he book-worm wn’aps himself up in 
his web of verbal generalities, and sees only 
the glimiiK^ring shadows of things reflected 
from the minds of others. Nature puts him 
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out. 'Jlie impressions of real objects, stripped 
of the disguises of words and voluminous 
round-about descriptions, are blows that stag- 
ger him 5 their variety distracts, their rapidity 
exhausts him ; and he turns from the bustle, 
(lie noise and glare and whirling motion of 
timworld about him (which he has not an eye 
lo follow in its fantastic changes, nor an iin- 
(lerslanding to reduce lo fixed principles) to 
the fpiiet monotony of the dead languages, 
and the loss startling and more intelligible 
coiuhinalions of llie letters of the alphabet. 
It is well, it is perfectly well. “ Leave me to 
iny repose” is the motto of the sleeping and 
the (lead. ^ on might as well ask the paralytic 
lo leap from his chair and throw away his 
erutcl), or, without a miracle, lo “ lake up his 
b(;d and walk,” as expect the learned reader 
to lay down his hook and think for himsell’. 
lie clings lo it for his inlelleclual support-, and 
his dr(5ad of being left to himself is like the 
horror of a vacuum. He can only breathe a 
learned alniosplicre, as other men breathe com- 
mon air. Heisaborrowcrofsen.se. He has 
no ideas of his own, and must live on those 
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of Other people. The habit of supplying our 
ideas from foreign sources “enfeebles all in- 
ternal strength of thought,” as a coiirseof dram* 
drinking destroys the tone of the stomach. 
The faculties of the mind, when not exerted, 
or when cramped by custom and authority, 
become listless, torpid, and unfit for the pur- 
poses of thought or action. Can we wonder 
at the languor and lassitude which is thus pro- 
duced by a life of learncjd sloth and ignorance •, 
by poring over lines and syllables that excite 
little more idea or interest than if they were 
the characters of an unknown tongue, till the 
eye closes on vacancy, and the book drops 
from the feeble hand ! 1 would rather be a 

wood-cutter, or the meanest hind, that all day 
“sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and at night 
sleeps in Elysium,” than wear out my life so, 
’twixt dreaming and awake. The learned au- 
thor differs ‘from the learned student in this, 
that the one transcribes what the other reads. 
The learned are mere literary drudges. If 
you set them upon original composition, their 
heads turn, they know not where they are. 
The indefatigable readers of hooks are like 
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the everlasting copiers of pictures, who, when 
they attempt to do any thing of their own. 
And they want an eye quick enough, a hand 
steady enough, and colours bright enough, to 
trace the living forms of nature. 

Any one who has passed through the regular 
grarjiations of a classical education, and is not 
made a fool by it, may consider himself as 
having had a very narrow escape. It is an old 
remark, that boys who shine at school do not 
make the greatest figure when they grow up 
and come out into the world. The things, 
in fact, which a boy is set to learn at school, 
and on which his success depends, are things 
which do not require the exercise either of 
the highest or the most useful faculties of the 
mind. Memory(and that of the lowest kind)is 
the chief faculty called into play, in conning 
over and repeating lessons by rote in grammar, 
in languages, in geography, arithmetic, etc. 
so that he who has the most of this technical 
memory, with the least turn for other things, 
which have a stronger and more natural claim 
upon his childish attention, will make the 
most forward school-boy. The jargon con- 
VOL. I. 5 
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taining the definitions of the parts of speech, 
the rules for casting up an account, or the in- 
flections of a Greek verb, can have no attrac- 
tion to the tyro of ten years old, except as they 
arc imposed as a task upon him by others, or 
from his feeling the want of suflicient relish 
or amusement in other things. A lad with a 
sickly constitution, and no very active mind, 
who can just retain what is pointed out to him, 
and has neither sagacity to distinguish norspirit 
to enjoy for himself, will generally be at the 
head of his form. An idler at school, on the 
other hand, is one who has liigh health and 
spirits, who has the free use of his limbs, with 
all his wits about him, who feels the circula- 
tion of his blood and the motion of his heart, 
who is ready to laugh and cry in a breathy and 
who had rather chase a ball or a butterfly, feel 
the open air in his face, look at the fields or 
the sky, follow a winding path, or enter with 
eagerness into all the little conflicts and in- 
terests of his acquaintances and friends, than 
doze over a musty spelling-book, repeat bar- 
barous distichs after his master, sit so many 
hours pinioned to a writing-desk, and receive 
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his reward for the loss of time aud pleasure 
ill paltry prize-medals at Christmas and Mid> 
summer. There is indeed a degree of stupi- 
dity which prevents children from learning the 
usual lessons, or ever arriving at these puny 
academic honours. But what passes for stu- 
pidity is much oftener a want of interest, of a 
sufficient motive to fix the attention, and force 
a reluctant application to the dry and unmean- 
,ing pursuits of school-learning. Tlic best ca- 
pacities are as much above this drudgery, as 
the dullest arc beneath it. Our men of the 
greatest genius iiave not been most distin- 
guished for their acquirements at school or at 
the university. 

“ Th’ enthusiast Fancy was a tiiiaiit ever.’* 

Gray and Collins were among the instances 
of this wayward disposition. Such persons do 
not think so highly of the advantages, nor can 
they submit their iimaginations so servilely to 
the trammels of strict scholastic discipline. 
There is a certain kind and degree of intellect 
in which words take root, but into which things 
have not power to penetrate. A mediocrity of 
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lalent, with a certain slenderness of moral 
constitution, is the soil that produces the most 
brilliantspecimens of successful prize-essayists 
and Greek epigrammatists. It should not be 
forgotten, that the most equivocal character 
among modern politicians was the cleverest 
boy at Eton. •* 

Learning is the knowledge of that which is 
not generally known to others, and which we 
can only derive at second-hand from books or 
other artificial sources. The knowledge of that 
which is before us or about us, which appeals 
to our experience, passions, and pursuits, to 
the bosoms and businesses of men, is not learn- 
ing. Learning is the knowledge of that which 
none but the learned know. He is the most 
learned man who knows the most of what is 
farthest removed from common life and actual 
observation, that is of the least practical utility, 
and least liable to be brought to the test of ex- 
perience, and that, having been handed down 
through the greatest number of intermediate 
stages, is the most full of uncertainty, diffi- 
culties, and contradictions. It is seeing with 
the eyes of others, bearing with their ears, and 
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pinning our faith on their understandings. The 
' learned man prides himself in the knowledge 
of names and dates, not of men or things. 
He thinks and cares nothing about his next- 
door neighbours, but he is deeply read in the 
tribes and casts of the Hindoos and Galmuc 
Tartars. He can hardly find his way into the 
next street, though he is acquainted with the 
exact dimensions of Constantinople and Pekin. 

^ He docs not know whether his oldest acquain- 
tance is a knave or a fool, but he can pronounce 
a pompous lecture on all the principal charac- 
ters in history. He cannot teU whether an 
object is black or white, round or square, and 
yet he is a professed master of the laws of optics 
and the rules of perspective. He knows as 
much of what he talks about, as a blind man 
docs of colours. He cannot give a satisfactory 
answer to the plainest question, nor is he ever 
in the right in any one of his opinions, upon 
any one matter of fact that really comes before 
him, and yet he gives himself out for an infal- 
lible judge oil all those points, of which it is 
impossible that he or any other person living 
should know any thing but by conjecture. He 
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is expert in aJI the dead and in most of the liv- 
ing languages 5 hut he can neither speak his 
ownflucntly, norwrite it correctly. Aperson 
of this class, the second Greek scholar of his 
day, undertook to point out several solecisms 
in Milton’s Latin style ; and in his own perfor- 
mance there is hardly a sentence of common 

English. Such was Dr. . Such is Dr. . 

Such was not Porson. He was an exception 
that confirmed the general rule, — a man that, 
by uniting talents and knowledge with learn- 
ing, made the dustinction between them more 
strikingand palpable. 

A mere scholar, who knows nothing but 
books, must be ignorant even of them. 
“ Books do not teach the use of books.” 
How should he know any thing of a work, 
who knows nothing of the subject of it !’ 
"I he learned pedant is conversant with books 
only as they are made of other books, and 
those again of others, without end. lie par- 
rots those who have parroted others. He can 
translate the same word into ten dilferent 
languages, but he knows nothing of the thing 
which it ni' ‘ns in any one of them. He stulfs 
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his head with authorities built on authorities, 
• with quotations quoted from quotations, 
while he locks up his senses, his understand- 
ing, and his heart. He is unacquainted with 
the maxims and manners of the world •, he is 
^ to seek in the characters of individuals. He 
s(!es no beauty in the face of nature or of art. 
To him “ the mighty world of eye and ear" 
is hid ; and “knowledge,” except at one cn- 
> trance, “ quite shut out.” His pride takes 
part W'ilh his ignorance 5 and his self-impor- 
tance rises with the number of things of 
which he docs not know the value, and 
which he therefore despises as unworthy of 
his notice. He know's nothing of pictures ; 
— “of the colouring of Titian, the grace of 
Raphael, the purity of Domenichino, the cor- 
iieg/V.rtv^ of Correggio, the learning of Pous- 
sin, the airs of Guido, the taste of the Caracci, 
or the grand contour of Michael Angelo,” — 
of all those glories of the Italian and miracles 
of the Flemish school, which have fdled the 
>eyes of mankind with delight, and to the study 
and imitation of w'hich thousands have in vain 
devoted their lives. These are to him as if 
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they had never been, a mere dead letter, a 
by-word ; and no wonder : for he neither 
sees nor understands their prototypes in na- 
ture. A print of ^yshen^sW^atering-placej or 
Claude's Enchanted Castle may be hanging 
on the walls of his room for months without 
his once perceiving them ; and if you poihl 
them out to him, he will turn away from them. 
The language of nature or of art (which is 
another nature) is one that he docs not un- 
derstand. He repeats indeed the names of 
Apelles and Phidias, because they arc to be 
found in classic authors, and boasts of their 
works as prodigies, because they no longer 
exist; or when he sees the finest remains of 
Grecian art actually before him in the Elgin 
Marbles, takes no other interest in them than 
as they lead to a learned dispute, and (which 
is the same thing) a quarrel about the mean- 
ing of a Greek particle. He is equally igno- 
rant of music ; he “ knows no touch of it,” 
from the .strains of the all-accomplished Mo- 
zart to the shepherd’s pipe upon the moun- 
tain. His ears are nailed to liis books ; and 
deadened ilh the sound of the Greek and 
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Latin tongues, and the din and smithety of 
•school-learning. Does he know any thing 
more of poetry? He knows the number of 
feet in a verse, and of acts in a play; but of 
the soul or spirit he knows nothing. He can 
^ turn a Greek ode into English, or a Latin epi- 
gwm into Greek verse, but whether either is 
worth the trouble, he lejives to the critics. 
Does he understand “ the act and practique 
, part of life” better than “ the thcorique?” No. 
He knows no liberal or mechanic art; no trade 
or occupation; no game of skill or chance, 
licarning “ has no skill in surgery,” in agri- 
culture, in building, in working in wood or 
in iron; it cannot make any instrument of la- 
bour, or use it when made ; it cannot handle 
the plough or the spade, or the chisel or the 
hammer; it knows nothing of hunting or 
hawking, fishing or shooting, of horses or 
(logs, of fencing or dancing, or cudgel- 
playing, or bowls, or cards, or tennis, or any 
thing else. The learned professor of all arts 
and sciences cannot reduce any one of them 
Uj practice, though he may contribute an ac- 
count of them to an Encyclopaedia. He has 
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not the use of his hands or of his feet ; he can 
neither run, nor walk, nor swim; and he con- 
siders all those who actually understand and 
can exercise any of these arts of body or mind, 
as vulgar and mechanical men ; — though to 
know almost any one of them in perfection 
rc(piires long time and practice, with powers 
originally fitted, and a turn of mind ])arli- 
cularly devoted to them. It does not require 
more than this to enable the learned candi- 
date to arrive, by painful study, at a Doctor’s 
degree and a fellowship, and to cat, drink, 
and sleep the rest of his life ! 

The tiling is plain. All that men really 
understand, is confined to a very small com- 
pass ; to their daily affairs and experience ; to 
what they have an opportunity to know, and 
motives to study or practise. The rest is af- 
fectation and imposture. Tlie common people 
have the use of their limbs; for they live by 
their labour or skill. I hey understand their 
own business, and the characters of those they 
have to deal with ; for it is necessary that they 
should. They have eloquence to express 
their passions, and wit at will to express their 
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contempt and provoke Jaugliter. Their na- 
tural use of speech is not hung up in monu- 
‘mental mockery, in an obsolete language; nor 
is their sense of what is ludicrous, or read 
iness at finding out allusions to express it, 
buried in collections of Anas. You wull hear 
niftre good things on the outside of a stage- 
coach from London to Oxford, than if you 
were to pass a twelvemonth with the Under- 
graduates or Heads of Colleges of that fa- 
mous university ; and more home truths are 
to be learnt from listening to a noisy debate 
in an alehouse, than from attending to a for- 
mal one in the House of Commons. An el- 
derly country gentlew'oman will often know 
more of character, and be able to illustrate it 
by more amusing anecdotes taken from the 
history of what has been said, done, and 
gossiped in a country town for the last fifty 
years, than the best blue-stocking of the age 
will be able to glean from that sort of learn- 
ing which consists in an acquaintance Avith 
?11 the novels and satirical poems published 
in the same period. People in towns, indeed, 
are woefully deficient iu a knowledge of cha- 
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racter, which they see only in the bust, not 
as a whole-length. People in the country not 
only know all that has happened to a man, 
but trace his virtues or vices, as they do his 
features, in their descent through several ge- 
nerations, and solve some contradiction in 
his behaviour by a cross in the breed, Hiilf 
a century ago. The learned know nothing 
of the matter, either in town or country. 
Above all, the mass of society have common 
sense, which the learned in all ages want. 
The vulgar are in the right when they judge 
for themselves; they are wrong when they 
trust to their blind guides. The celebrated 
non-conformist divine, Baxter, was almost 
stoned to death by the good women of Kid- 
derminster, for asserting from the pulpit that 
“ hell was paved with infants’ skulls but 
by the force of argument, and of learned 
quotations from the Fathers, the reverend 
preacher at length prevailed over the scruples 
of his congregation, and over reason and hu- 
manity. 

Such is the use which has been made of 
human lea ning. The labourers in this vine- 
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yard seem as if it was their object to con- 
found all common sense, and the distinctions 
Df good and evil, by means of traditional 
, maxims and preconceived notions, taken 
upon trust, and increasing in absurdity with 
increase of age. They pile hypothesis on hy- 
pothesis, mountain-high, till it is impossible 
to come at the plain truth on any question. 
They see things, not as they are, but as they 
iind them in books ; and “ wink and shut 
their apprehensions up,” in order that they 
may discover nothing to interfere with their 
jfrejudices, or convince them of their absur- 
dity. It might be supposed, that the height 
of human wisdom consisted in maintaining 
contradictions, and rendering nonsense sa- 
cred. There is no dogma, however fierce or 
foolish, to which these persons have not set 
their seals, and tried to impose on the un- 
derstandings of their followers, as the will 
of Heaven, clothed with all the terrors and 
sanctions of religion. How little has the hu- 
man understanding been directed to find out 
the true and useful ! How much ingenuity 
setKbeen thrown away in the defence of 
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creeds and systems! How much time and 
talents have been wasted in theological con- 
troversy, in law, in politics, in verbal cri- 
ticism, in judicial astrology, and in finding 
out the art of making gold ! What actual 
benefit do we reap from the writings of a 
Laud or a Whitgift, or of Bishop Bull or Bishop 
Waterland, or Pridcaux' Connections, or 
Beausobre, or Calmet, or St. Augustine, or 
Pufiendorf, orVattcl, or from the more literal 
but equally learned and unprofitable labours 
of Scaliger, Cardan, and Scioppius? How 
many grains of sense are there in their thou- 
sand folio or quarto volumes ? What would 
the world lose, if they were committed to the 
flames to-morrow? Or are they not already 
“ gone to the vault of all the Capulets?’' 
Yet all these were oracles in their time, and 
would have scoffed at you or me, at common 
sense and human nature, for differing with 
them. It is our turn to laugh now. 

To conclude this subject. The most sen- 
sible people to be met with in society are men 
of business and of the world, who argue frqnii 
what they see and know, instead of spinfj'g_ 
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cobweb distinctions of wbat things ought to 
be. Women have often more of what is call- 
ed good sense than men. They have fewer 
pretensions 5 are less implicated in theories 5 
and judge of objects more from their imme- 
diate and involuntary impression on the mind, 
and, therefore, more truly and naturally. 
They cannot reason wrong ; for they do not 
reason at all. They do not think or speak 
by rule •, and they have in general more elo- 
quence and wit, as well as sense, on that 
account. By their wit, sense, and eloquence 
Ihgether, they generally contrive to govern 
their husbands. Their style, when they write 
to their friends ( not for the booksellers) is 
better than that of most authors. — Unedu- 
cated people have most exuberance of inven- 
tion, and the greatest freedom from preju- 
dice. Shakespear’s was evidently an unedu- 
cated mind, both in the freshness of his ima- 
gination, and in the variety of his views ; as 
Milton’s was scholastic, in the texture both of 
his thoughts and feelings. Shakespear had 
riot been accustomed to write themes at 
school in favour of virtue or against vice. 
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To this Tve owe the unaffected, hut healthy 
tone of his dramatic morality. If we wish to 
know the force of human genius, we should 
read Shakespear. If we wish to see the in- 
significance of human learning, we may study 
his commentators. 



ESSAY VI. 


ON WILL-MAKING. 


Few lliings shew the human character in a 
more ridiculous light than the circumstance of 
will-making. It is the latest opportunity we 
have of exercising the natural perversity of the 
disposition, and we take care to make a good 
use of it. We husband it with jealousy; put 
it off as long as we can; and then employ every 
precaution that the world shall be no gainer 
by our deaths. This last act of our lives seldom 
belies the former tenor of them, for stupidity, 
caprice, and unmeaning spite. All that we 
seem to think of is to manage matters so (in 
settling accounts with those who are unman- 
nerly enough to survive us) as to do as little 
good, and to plague and disappoint as many 
people as possible. 

Some persons have a superstition on tin; 
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subject of making their last will and testa- 
ment, and think that when every thing is ready 
signed and sealed, there is nothing further left 
lo delay their departure. 1 have heard of an 
instance of one person who having a feeling 
of this kind on his mind, and being teazed into 
making his will by those about him, actually 
fell ill with pure apprehension, and thought he 
was going to die in good earnest, but having 
executed the deed over-night, awoke, to his 
great surprise, the next morning, and found 
himself as well as ever he was.* An elderly 
gentleman possessed of a good estate and the 
same idle notion, and wl^o found himself in a 

* A poor woman at Plymouth wlio did not like the 
formality, or could not afford the expense of a will, thought 
to lea^c what little property she had in wearing-apparel and 
household moveables lohcrfiiends and relations, viva voce, 
and before Death stopped her breath. She gave and willed 
away (of her proper authority) her chair and table to one, her 
bed to another, an old cloak to a thiid, a night-cap and 
petticoat to a fourth, and so on. The old crones sat weep- 
ing round, and soon after carried off all they could lay their 
liands upon, and left their benefactress to her fate. They were 
iK» sooner gone than she uiiexpccte<lly recovered, and sent to 
have her ihiugs back again j but not one of them coultl she 
get, and she was left without a rag lo her back, or a fiiciul to 
t on I bile will her. 
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dangerous way, was anxious to do this piece 
\)f justice to those who remained behind him, 
, but when it came to the point, his heart failed 
him, and his nervous fancies returned in full 
force : — even on his death-bed, he still held 
back and was averse to sign what he looked 
ufibn as his own death-warrant, and just at 
the last gasp, amidst the anxious looks and si- 
lent upbraidings of friends and relatives that 
surrounded him, he summoned resolution to 
hold out his feeble hand which was guided by 
others to trace his name, and he fell back — 
a corpse ! If there is any pressing reason for 
it, that is, if any particular person would be 
relieved from a state of harassing uncertainty, 
or materially Jjcncfitcd by their making a will, 
the old and infirm (who do not like to be put 
out of their way) generally make this an excuse 
to themselves for putting it off to the very last 
moment, probably till it is too late : or where 
this is sure to make the greatest number of 
blank faces, contrive to give their friends the 
slip, without signifying their final determina- 
tion in their favour. "Where some unfortunate 
individual has been kept long in suspense, who 
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has been perhaps sought out for that very pitr- 
pose, and who may be in a great measure 
pendent on this as a last resource, it is nearly 
a certainty that there will be no will to be 
found ; no trace, no sign to discover whether 
the person dying thus intestate ever had any 
intention of the sort, or why they relinquished 
it. This is to bespeak the thoughts and ima- 
ginations of others for victims after we are 
dead, as well as their persons and expectations 
for hangers-on while we are living. A cele- 
brated beauty of the middle of the last century, 
towards its close sought out a female relative?, 
the friend and companion of her youth, who 
had lived during the forty years of their sepa- 
ration in rather straitened circumstances, and 
in a situation which admitted of some allevia- 
tions. Twice they met after that long lapse 
of time— once her relation visited her in the 
splendour of a rich old family-mansion, and 
once she crossed the country to become an 
inmate of the humble dwelling of her early 
and only remaining friend. \^'hat was this 
for ? Was it to revive the image of her youUi 
in Ihepalc and care-worn face of her friend? 
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Or was il to display the decay of her charms 
«nd recal her long-forgotten triumphs to the 
memory of the only person who could bear 
witness to them? Was it to show the proud 
remains of herself to those who remembered 
or had often heard what she was — ^lier skin like 
shovelled alabaster, her emaciated features 
chiseled by nature's finest hand, her eyes thiit 
when a smile lighted them up, still shone like 
rliamonds, the vermilion hues that still bloomed 
among wrinkles ? Was il to talk of bone-lace, 
of the flounces and brocades of the last cen- 
tury, of race-balls in the year 1762, and of the 
scores of lovers that had died at her feet, and 
to set whole counties in a flame again, only, 
with a dream of faded beauty ? Whether it 
was for this, or whether she meant to leave her 
Iricnd any thing (as was indeed expected, all 
things considered, not without reason) nobody 
knows — for she never breathed a syllable on 
the subject herself, and died without a will. 
The accomplished coquet of twenty, who had 
pampered hopes only to kill them, who had 
k'indled rapture with a look and extinguished 
it with a breath, could find no better employ- 
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meat at seventy than to revive the fond recol- 
lections and raise up the drooping hopes of 
her kinswoman, only to let them fall — to rise 
no more. Such is the delight we have in tri- 
lling with and tantalising the feelings of others 
by the exquisite refinements, the studied 
sleights of love or friendship ! «> 

When a property is actually bequeathed, 
supposing the circumstances of the case and 
the usages of society to leave a practic al dis- 
cretion to the testator, it is most frec|uentl y 
in such portions as can be of the least ser- 
vice. Where there is much already, much is 
given; where much iswanted, little or nothing. 
Poverty invites a sort of pity, a miserable dole 
of assistance ; necessity is dismissed with ne- 
glect and scorn; wealth attracts and allures to 
itself more wealth, by natural association of 
ideas, or by that innate love of inequality and 
injustice, which is the favourite principle of 
the imagination. Men like to collect mo- 
ney into large heaps in their life-time: they 
like to leave it in large heaps after they are 
dead. They grasp it into their own hands, 
not to u‘!<* it for their own good, but to hoard. 



OK WILL-MAKIKG. 


”9 

to lock I'l up, to make an object, an idol, and 
k wonder of it. Do you expect them to dis- 
tribute it so as to do others good ; that they 
will like those who come after them better 
than themselves; that if they were willing to 
pinch and starve themselves, they will not 
deliberately defraud their sworn friends and 
-nearest kindred ofwhatwould be of the utmost 
use to them ? No, they will thrust their heaps 
of gold and silver into the hands of others (as 
their proxies) to keep for them untouched, 
still increasing, still of no use to any one, but 
to pamper pride and avaiice, to glitter in the 
huge, watchful, insatiable eye of fancy, to be 
deposited as a new offering at the shrine of 
Mammon, their God — this is w'itli them to put 
it to its intelligible and proper use, this is ful- 
filling a sacred, indispensable duty, this cheers 
lliem in the solitude of the grave, and throws 
a gleam of satisfaction across the stony eye of 
death. But to think of frittering it down, of 
sinking it in charity, of throwing it away on the 
idle claims of humanity, where it would no 
longer peer in monumental pomp over their 
heads ; and that too when on the point of death 
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themselves, in articulo mortis, oh ! it would 
be madness, waste, extravagance, impiety ^ 
Thus worldlings feel and argue without know- 
ing it •, and while they fancy they are studying 
their own interest or that of some booby suc- 
cessor, their alter idem, are but the dupes 
and puppets of a favourite idea, a phant«m, 
a prejudice, that must be kept up somewhere 
(no matter where) if it still plays before and 
haunts their imagination while they have sense 
or understanding left — to cling to their dar- 
ling follies. 

There w.as a remarkable instance of this 
tendency to the heap, this desire to cultivate 
an abstract passion for wealth, in a will of one 
of the Thellusons some time back. This will 
went to keep the greater part of a large pro- 
))erly from the use of the natural heirs and 
next-of-kin for a length of time, and to let it 
accumulate at compound interest in such a 
way and so long, that it would at last mount 
up in value to tlie purchase - money of a 
whole county. The interest accruing from 
the funded property or the rent of the lands 
a certain periods was to be employed to pur- 
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chast other estates, other parks and manors 
in the neighbourhood or fartlier oil’, so that 
the prospect of the future demesne that was 
‘to devolve at some distant time to the unborn 
lord of acres, swelled and enlarged itself, like 
a sea, circle without circle, vista beyond vista, 
tiJljhe imagination was staggered, and the 
, mind exhausted. Now^ here was a sc heme for 
the accumulation of wealth and for laying the 
foundation of family-aggrandisement purely 
imaginary, romantic — one might almost say, 
disinterested. The vagueness, the magnitude, 
the remoteness of the object, the resolute sa- 
crificeofall immediate and gross advantages, 
elotlie it with the privih'ges of an abstract 
idea, so that the project has the air of a fiction 
or of a story in a novel. It was an instance* 
of wliat might be calhul posthumous avarice, 
like the love of posthumous fame. It htid 
little more to do with selfishness than if the 
testator had appropriated the same sums in 
the same way to build a pyramid, to construct 
an aqueduct, lo endow an hospital, or ellect 
a‘nj other patriotic or merely fantastic pur- 
pose. lie wished to heap up a pile of weallli 
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(millions of acres) in the dim horizon of fu- 
ture years, that could be of no use to him or to- 
Ihose with whom he was connected by posi- 
tive and personal tics, but as a crotchet of 
the brain, a gew-gaw of the fancy.' Yet to 
enable himself to put this scheme in execu- 
tion, he had perhaps toiled and watchechall 
his life, denied himself rest, food, pleasure, 
liberty, society, and persevered with the pa- 
tience and self-denial of a martyr. I have 
insisted on this point the more, to shew how 
much of the imaginary and speculative there 
is interfused even in those passions and pui- 
poses which have not the good of others for 
their object, and how little reason this honest 
citizen and builder of castles in the air would 
have had to treat those who devoted them- 
selves to the pursuit of fame, to obloquy and 
persecution for the sake of truth and liberty, 
or who sacrificed their lives for their country 
in a just cause, as visionaries and enthusiasts, 
who did not understand what was properly 

' The law of primogeniture has its origin in the principle 
here slated, the lesirc of perpetuating some one palpable uiul 
proannent ptoof of wealth and power. 
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due*to their own interest and the securing of 
the main-chance, Man is not the creature of 
sense and selfishness, even in those pursuits 
which grow up out of that origin, so much as 
of imagination, custom, passion, whim, and 
humour. 

' ^have heard of a singular instance of a 
will made by a person who was addicted to 
a habit of lying. He was so notorious for 
this propensity (not out of spite or cunning, 
but as a gratuitous exercise of invention) that 
from a child no one could ever helicA e a syl- 
lable he uttered. From the want of any de- 
pendence to be placed on him, he became 
ihe jest and by-word of the school where he 
was brought up. The last act of his life did 
not disgrace him. For having gone abroad, 
and falling into a dangerous decline, he was 
advised to return home. He paid all that he 
was worth for his passage, went on ship- 
board, and employed the few remaining days 
he had to live in making and executing his 
will : in which he bequeathed large estates 
in different parts of England, money in the 
funds, rich jewels, rings, and all kinds of 
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valuables to his old friends and acquaintance, 
who not knowing how far the force of nature 
could go, were not for some time convinced 
that all this fairy wealth had never had an 
existence any where but in the idle coinage 
of his brain, whose whims and projects were 
no more ! — The extreme keeping in this cha- 
racter is only to be accounted for by suppos- 
ing such an original constitutional levity as 
made truth entirely indilferent to him, and 
the serious importance attached to it by others 
an object of perpetual sport and ridicule! 

The art of will-making chiefly consists in 
baflling the importunity of expectation. 1 
do not so much find fault with this when it 
is done as a punishment and oblique satire 
on servility and selfishness. It is in that 
case Diamond cut Diamond — ^a trial of skill 
between the legacy-hunter and the legacy- 
maker, which shall fool the other. The 
cringing toad-eater, the officious tale-bearer 
is perhaps well paid for years of obsequious 
attendance with a bare mention and a mourn- 
ing-ring ; nor can 1 think tliat Gil Bias’ library 
was not quite as much as the coxcombry of his 
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pretensions deserved. There are some admi- 
rable scenes in Ben Jonson’s Volpone, shew- 
. in^ the humours of a legacy-hunter, and the 
different ways of putting him off with ex- 
cuses and assurances of not being forgotten. 
Vet it is hardly right, after all, to encourage 
thi? kind of pitiful, bare-faced intercourse 
without meaning to pay for it ; as the coquet 
has no right to jilt the lovers she has trifled 
with. Flattery and submission are marketa- 
ble commodities like any other, have their 
price, and ought scarcely to be obtained 
under false pretences. If we sec through and 
"despise the wretched creature tliat attempts 
to impose on our credulity, we can at any 
time dispense with his services : if we are 
soothed by this mockery of respect and friend- 
ship, why not indemnify him like any other 
drudge, or as we satisfy the actor who per- 
forms a part in a play by our particular desire? 
But often these premeditated disappointments 
are as unjust as they are cruel, and are marked 
with circumstances of indignity, in proportion 
to the worth of the object. The suspecting, 
the taking it for granted that your name is 
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down in a wUI, is sufficient provocation to 
have it struck out : the hinting at an obliga- 
tion, the consciousness of it on the part of the 
testator, will make him determined to avoid 
the formal acknowledgment of it, at any 
expense. The disinheriting of relations is 
mostly for venial offences, not for base ‘ac- 
tions : we punish out of pique, to revenge some 
instance in which w'e have been disappointed 
of our wills, some act of disobedience to what 
had no reasonable ground to go upon : and 
we are obstinate in adhering to our resolu- 
tion, as it was sudden and rash, and doubly 
bent on asserting our authority in W'hat we 
have least right to interfere in. It is the 
wound indicted upon our self-love, not the 
stain upon the character of the thoughtless 
offender, that calls for condign punishment. 
Crimes, vices may go unchecked, or unno- 
ticed: but it is the laughing at our weaknesses, 
or thwarting our humours, that is never to he 
forgotten. It is not the errors of others, but 
our own miscalculations, on which w'c wreak 
our lasting vengeance. It is ourselves that 
we cannot forgive. In the will of I^icholas 
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Gimcrack, the virtuoso recorded in the Tatler, 
we learn, among other items, that his eldest 
. sou is cut off with a single cockle-shell for 
his undutiful behaviour in laughing at his 
little sister whom his father kept preserved 
in spirits of wine. Another of his relations 
ha? a collection of grasshoppers bequeathed 
him, as in the testator’s opinion an adequate 
reward and acknowledgment due to his merit. 
The whole will of the said Nicholas Gimcrack, 
Esq. is a curious document and exact picture 
of the mind of the worthy virtuoso defunct, 
where his various follies, littlenesses, and 
'quaint humours are set forth, as orderly and 
distinct as his butterflies’ wings and cockle- 
shells and skeletons of fleas in glass-cases. ' 

' It is ns follows : 

“ The IVill of a Virtuoso, 

Nicholas Gimcrack, being in sound Henltli of Mind, but 
in great Weakness of Body, do by this my Last Will and 
Testament bequeath my worldly Goods and Chattels in Mannei 

following : 

Imprimis f To my dear Wife, 

One Box of Biitterllies, 

• One Drawer of Shells, 

A Female Skeleton, 

A diied Cockatrice. 
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We often successfully try in this way to give 
the finishing stroke to our pictures, hang up 
our weaknesses in perpetuity, and embalm 
our mistakes in the memories of olliers. 

“Even from llic tomb ibc voice of nature cries, 

Even in our ashes live their wonterl fires.'* 

I shall not speak here oF iiiiwaiTantable 
commands imposed upon survivors, by which 
they were to carry into cir(?ct tlie sullen and 

/fern, To my Daughter 
My Keceipt for preserving dead Caterpillars. 

As also my Picparations of Winter May Dew, and Embryo 
Pickle. 

Item, To my litlle Daughter Fanny, 

Three Crocodile's Eggs. 

And upon the Diith of her Grst Child, if she marries \viih 
her Mother’s Consent, 

The Nest of a llnniniing-Gird. 

hem, To my eldest Brother, as an Acknowledgment foi the 
Lands lie has vested in my Son Chailes, i berpicath 
My last Year's Collection of Grasshoppeis. 
hem, To bis Daughter Susanna, being bis only Child, 1 bc- 
qnenlh my 

FngUsh Weeds pasted on Hoyal Paper, 

With my large Folio of Indian Cabbage. 

Having fully provided for my Nephew Isaae, by making 
over to him, some Y^ars mih.c. 
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revengeful purposes of unprincipled men, 
after they liad breathed their last : but we meet 
with continual examples of the desire to keep 
up the farce (if not the tragedy) of life, after 
we, tlie performers in it, have quitted the 
stage, and to have our parts rehearsed by 
pr^y. We thus make a caprice immortal, a 
peculiarily proverbial. Hence we see the 
number of legacies and fortunes left, on con- 
dition that the legatee shall take the name 

A lIoiiK'fl Sraraha‘iiSf 

Tlic Skin of a Raiilo-Snakc, and 

The mumniy of an Ef^ptian King, 

J make no further Provision for him in this my Will. 

My eldest Son John liaving spoken disrespectfully of his 
little Sister, whom I keep by me in Spirits of Wine, and in 
many other Instances behaved himself undntifnlJy towards 
me, I do disinherit, and wholly cut ofT from any Part of this 
my Personal Estate, by giving him a single Cockle-Shell. 

To my Second Son Charles, I give and berjneath all my 
Plowers, Plants, Minerals, Mossc.s, Shells, Pebbles, Fossils, 
beetles, Butterflies, Caterpillars, Grasslioppcrs, and Veimin, 
not above specified : As also all my Monsters, both wet and 
diy, making the said Charles whole and sole Executor of 
ill is my Last Will and Tcstamciii, he paying or causing to 
l)e paid the aforesaid Legacies wilhiii the Space of S:x 
Months after my Decease. And I do hereby revoke all other 
Wills whatsoever by me formerly made,” — Tatleh, Vol. IV. 
No. 216. 
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and style of the testator, by which device we 
provide for the continuance of the sounds that 
formed our names — and endow them with an 
estate, that they may be repeated with proper 
respect. In the Memoirs of an Heiress, all 
the diilicultics of the plot turn on the necessity 
imposed by a clause in her uncle’s will ‘that 
her future husband should take the family- 
name of Beverley. Poor Cecilia ! What deli- 
cate perplexities she was llirown into by this 
improvident provision ; and with what minute, 
endless, intricate distresses has the fair au- 
thoress been enabled to harrow up the reader 
on this account! There was a Sir Thomas 
Dyot in the reign of Charles II, who left the 
whole range of property which forms Dyot- 
street in St. Giles’s and the neighbourhood, 
on the sole and express condition that it should 
be appropriated entirely to that sort of buil- 
dings, and to the reception of that sort of 
population, which still keep undisputed, undi- 
vided possession of it. The name was ehanged 
lilt' other day to George-street as a more 
genteel appellation, which, I should think, is 
an indirect forfeiture of the estate. This Sir 
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Thomas Dyol I should be disposed to put 
upon the list of old English worthies— as 
humane, liberal, and no flinchcr from what he 
look in his head. He was no common-place 
man in his line. He was the best commen- 
tator on that old-fashioned text — “ The foxes 
ha^ holes, and the birds of the air have nests, 
hut the Son of man hath not where to lay his 
head.” — Wo find some that arc curious in 
the mode in which they shall be buried, and 
others in the place. Lord Camelford had his 
remains buried under an ash-tree that grew 
on one of the mountains in Switzerland; and 
Sir Francis Bourgeois had a little mausoleum 
built for him in theCollcge at Dulwich, where 
he once spent a pleasant, jovial day w'ilh the 
Masters and Wardens.* It Ls, no doubt, pro- 
per to attend, except for good reasons to 
the contrary, to these sort of requests; for by 
breaking faitli with the dead, we loosen the 

' Kcli(;miaQ lately left his heart to be buried in the field 
of Valiny, where the first great battle was fought in the 
year 1792, in which the Allies were repulsed. Oh! might 
tllat heart prove the root from which the tree of Liberty may 
spiing up and flourish once more, as the basil-tree grew and 
giew fioin the cherished head of Isabella's lover ! 
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confidence of Ihe Jiving. Besides, tliere is 
a stronger argument : we sympathise witli 
the dead as weJi as with the living, and are 
bound to them by tlie most sacred of all 
ties, our own involuntary fellow-feeling with 
others! 

Thieves, as a last donation, leave advice to 
their friends, physicians a nostrum, authors a 
manuscript work, rakes a confession of their 
faith in the virtue of the sex — all, the last 
drivellings of their egotism and impertinence. 
One might suppose that if any thing could, 
the approach and contemplation of death 
might bring men to a sense of reason and self- 
knowledge. On the contrary, it seems only 
to deprive them of the little wit they had, and 
to make them even more the sport of their 
wilfulncss and short-sightedness. Some men 
think that because they arc going to be hang- 
ed, they are fully authorised to declare a fu- 
ture slate of rewards and punishments. All 
either indulge their caprices or cling to their 
lircjudiecs. They make a desperate attempt 
to escape from reflection by taking hold of 
any whim or fancy that crosses their minds. 
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or by throwing themselves implicitly on old 
habits and attachments. 

An old man is twice a child : the dying man 
liccomes the property of his family. He has 
no choice left, and his voluntary power is 
merged in old saws and prescriptive usages. 
Thgiproperly we have derived from our kin- 
dred reverts tacitly to them : and not to let it 
take its course, is a sort of violence done to 
nature as well as custom. The idea of pro- 
perty, of something in common, does not mix 
cordially with friendship, but is inseparable 
from near relationship. We owe a return in 
kind, where we feel no obligation for a fa- 
vour ; and consign our possessions to our next 
of kin as mechanically as we lean our heads 
on the pillov/, and go out of the world in the 
same state of stupid amazement that we came 
into it ! 
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“And blind Orion hiingrx for die morn.” 

Kfats. 

Orion, the subject of this landscape, was 
the classical Nimrod 5 and is called by Homer, 
“ a hunter of shadows, himself a shade.” He 
was the son of Neptune ; and having lost an 
eye in someaflray between the Gods and men, 
was told that if he would go to meet the rising 
sun, he would recover his sight. He is repre- 
sented setting out on his journey, with men 
on. his shoulders to guide him, a bow in his 
hand, and Diana in the clouds greeting him. 
He stalks along, a giant upon earth, and reels 
and falters in liis gait, as if just awaked out of 
sleep, or uncertain of his way; — ^you see his 
blindness, though his back is turned. Mists 
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rise around him, and veil the sides of the green 
forests *, earth is dank and fresh with dews, 
the “grey dawn and the Pleiades before him 
dance,” and in the distance are seen the blue 
hills and sullen ocean. Nothing was ever more 
finely conceived or done. The picture breathes 
the.rpirit of the morning 5 its moisture, its re- 
pose, its obscurity, waiting the miracle of light 
to kindle it into smiles : the whole is, like the 
principal figure in it, “a forerunner of the 
dawn.” The same atmosphere tinges and im- 
bues every object, the same dull light “sha- 
"dowy sets off” the face of nature : one feeling 
of vastness, of strangeness, and of primeval 
forms pervades the painter’s canvas, and we 
are thrown back upon the first integrity of 
things. This great and learned man might be 
said to see nature through the glass of time : 
he alone has a right to be considered as the 
painter of classical antiquity. Sir Joshua has 
done him justice in this respect. He could 
give to the scenery of his heroic fables the 
unimpaired look of original nature, full, solid, 
large, luxuriant, teeming with life and power; 
or deck it with all the pomp of art, with tem-r- 
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pies and towers, and mythologic groves. His 
pictures ‘ ‘ denote a foregone conclusion.” He 
applies nature to his purposes, works out 
her images according to the standard of his 
thoughts, embodies high fictions ; and tlie 6rst 
conception being given, all tiie rest seems to 
grow out of, and be assimilated to il, Ihe 
unfailing process of a studious imagination. 
Like his own Orion, he overlooks the surround- 
ing scene, appears to “take up the isles as a 
very little thing, and to lay the earth in a ba- 
lance.” With a laborious and mighty grasp, 
he put nature into the mould of the ideal and ‘ 
antique ; and was among painters (more than 
any one else) what Milton was among poets. 
There is in both something of the same pe- 
dantry, the same stiffness, the same elevation, 
the same grandeur, the same mixture of art 
and nature, the same richness of borrowed ma- 
terials, the same unity of character. Neither 
the poet nor the painter lowered the subjects 
they treated but filled up the outline in the 
fancy, and added strength and prominence to 
it; and thus not only satisfied, but surpassed the 
expectations i f the spectator and the reader. 
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This shoivid be held for the triumph and the 
perfection of works of art. To give us nature, 
such as we see it, is well and deserving of praise^ 
to give us nature such as we have never seen, 
but have often wished to sc(^ it, is better, and 
deserving of higher praise. He who can shew 
tlfif world in its first naked glory, with the 
lines of fancy spread over it, or in its high and 
palmy state, with the gravity of liistory stamped 
on the proud monuments of vanished empire, 
— who, by his ‘^so potent art,” can recall time 
past, transport us to distant places, and join 
the regions of imagination (a new concjuest) 
to those of reality, — who teaches us not only 
what nature is, but what she has been, and is 
capable of being, — he who does this, and does 
it with simplicity, with truth, and grandeur, is 
lord of nature and her powers: and his mind 
is universal, and his art the master-art ! 

There is nothing in this “more than na- 
tural,” if criticism could be persuadedto think 
so. The historic painter does not neglect 
or contravene nature, but follows her more 
closely up into her fontastic heights, or hidden 
recesses. He demonstrates what she would 

( 3 . 
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be in conceivable circumstances, and undci' 
implied conditions. He “gives to airy no- 
thing a local habitation,” not ‘ ‘ a name.” At 
his touch, words start up into images, thoughts 
become things. He clothes a dream, a phan- 
tom with form and colour and the wholesome 
attributes of reality. His art is a sccond'Ua- 
ture; not a diUerent one. There are those, 
indeed, who tliink thatno^ to copy nature, is 
the rule for attaining perfection. Because they 
cannot paint the objects which they have seen, 
they fancy themselves qualified to paint the 
ideas wliich they have not seen. But it is 
possible to fail in this latter and more dillicnlt 
style of imitalion, as well as in the former 
humbler one. The detection, it is true, is not 
so easy, because the objects are not so nigh 
at hand to compare^ and therefore there is more 
room both for false pretension and for self- 
deceit. They take an epic motto or subject, 
and concluile that the spirit is implied as a 
thing of course. They paint inferior portraits, 
maudlin lifeless faces, witliout ordinary ex- 
pression, or one look, feature, or particle of 
nature in then., and think that this is to rise to 
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the truth pf history. They vulgarise and de- 
grade whatever is interesting or sacred to the 
mind, and suppose tliat they thus add to the 
dignity of tlieir profession. They represent 
a face that seems as if no thought or feeling of 
any kind had ever passed through it, and would 
haws yon believe that this is the very sublime 
of expression, such as ilwonld appear in heroes, 
or demi-gods of old, when rapture or agony 
was carried to its height. They shew you a 
landscape that looks as if the sun never shone 
upon it, and tell you that it is not modern — 
that so earth looked when Titan first kissed it 
with his rays. This is not the Vcmq ideal. It 
is not to fill the moulds of the imagination, but 
to deface and injure them : it is not to come 
up to, but to fall short of the poorest concep- 
tion in the public mind. Such pictures should 
not be hung in the same room with that of 
Orion. ' 

‘ EvL'iy tiling tends to shew the manner in whicii a great aitist 
is formed. If any person could chiim an cxciiiplioii from tiie 
careful imitation of individual objects, it was Tiicolas Poussin. 
He studied the antltpie, but he also studied nature. have 
oftfcn admired,” says Vignucl dc Marville, who knew him at 
a late period of his life, *‘ihe lox^e he had for his ait. Old as 
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Poussin was, of all painters, the most poe- 
tical. He was the painter of ideas. No one 
l\x'r told a story half so well; nor so well knew 
^Ajhat was capable of being told by the pencil. 
He seized on, and struck olf with grace and 
precision, just that point of view wliich would 
be likely to calch the reader’s fancy. Tbesre 
is a significance, a consciousness in whatever 

lie was, J froqnrnlly saw liim among tlic ruins of ancuMil 
fiomr, niU in tin; Cainpagna, or along tlic hanks of the 1'iher, 
.skelehing a scene that liad pleased him; and J often met him 
villi his handkerchief full of stones, moss, or flowers, which 
lie carried home, that he might copy them exactly fioin nature. 
One day 1 asked fiiin how he had attained to such a degree of 
jicrfection, as to have gained so high a rank among the great 
painters of Italy ? He answered, I have neglected nothing.” 
— See his TAfe lately published. It appears fiom this ac- 
count that he had not fallen into a recent error, that Naime 
puts tlic man of genius out. As a contrast to the foregoing 
description, I might menlioii, that I lenicmbci' an old gentle- 
man once asking Mr. AVest in the Biilish Galleiy, if he had 
ever been at Athens? I’o which the president made answei, 
No; nor did he feci any great dcsiie to g<i ; for that he 
thought he liad as good an idea of the place fiom the Cata- 
logue, as he co.dd gel by living there for any nimihcrof }cais. 
\Vhat would h.; Iia^e said, if any one liad told him, he could 
get as good an idea of the snhjcrt of one of his giealwoiks 
from leading the catalogue of it, ns from seeing die piclnic 
Itself I A’ei the a'^swer W'as chaiacteiislic of die genius of the 
pal U''i. 
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he docs (sometimes a vice, but oftener a virtue) 
beyond any other painter. His Giants sitting 
on the tops of craggy mountains, as huge 
tliemselvcs, and playing idly on their Pan’s- 
])ipes, seem to have been seated tlierc these 
Uiree thousand years, and to know the begin- 
ni^il^ and the end of their own story. An in- 
fant hacehus or Jupiter is big with his future 
destiny. Even inanimate and dumb tilings 
speak a language of their own. His snakes, 
the messengers of fate, arc inspired with hu- 
man intellect, llis trees grow and expand 
their leaves in the air, glad of the rain, proud 
of the sun, awake to the winds of heaven. In 
his Plague of Athens, the very buildings seem 
still' with horror. His picture of the Deluge 
is, perhaps, the finest historical landscape in 
the world. You sec a waste of waters, wide, 
interminable: the sun is labouring, W'an and 
weary, up the sky ; theclouds, dull andleaden, 
lie like a load upon the eye, and heaven and 
earth seem com mingling into one confused 
mass ! His human figures are sonietinies “o c'r- 
infornicd” with this kind of feeling. Their 
actions have too much gesticulation, and the 
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set expression of the features borders too much 
on the mechanical and caricatured style, lii 
this respect, they form a contrast to Raphael’s, 
whose figures never appear to bo sitting for 
their pictures, or to be conscious of a spec- 
tator, or to have come from the painter’s hand. 
In Nicolas Poussin, on the contrary, ev*fci'y 
thing seems to have a distinct understanding 
with the artist : “the very stones prate of their 
whereabout :”each object has its part and place 
assigned, and is in a sort of compact with the 
rest of the picture. It is this conscious keep- 
ing, and, as it were, internal design, that 
gives their peculiar character to the works of 
our artist. There was a picture of Aurora in 
the British Gallery a year or two ago. It was a 
sulfusion of golden light. Tlic Goddess wore 
lier saffron-coloured robes, and appeared just 
risen from the gloomy bed of old Tithonus. 
Her very steeds, milk-white, were tinged with 
the yellow dawn. It was a personification of 
the morning. — Pou.ssin succeeded better in his 
classic than in his sacred subjects. The latter 
are comparatively heavy, forced, full of violent 
contrasts of colour, of red, blue, and black, 
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and wilhont the true prophetic inspiration of 
the characters. But in his Pagan allegories 
and fables he was quite at home. The native 
gravity and native levity of the Frenchman 
were combined with Italian scenery and an 
antique gusto, and gave even to his colouring 
aii^irtr of learned indifference, lie wants, in 
one respect, grace, form, expression ; but he 
has everywhere sense and meaning, perfect 
costume and propriety, llis personages al- 
waysbelong to the class and time represented, 
and are strictly versed in the business in hand, 
llis grotesque comiiositions in particular, his 
Nymphs and Fauns, are superior (at least, as 
far as style is concerned) even to those of Ru- 
bens. They are taken more immediately out 
of fabulous history. Rubens's Satyrs and Bac- 
chantes have a more jovial and voluptuous 
aspect, are more drunk with pleasure, more 
fullof animal s|)iril$ and riotous impulses: they 
laugh and bound along — 

“ Leaping like vranion kiiU in pleasant ^ipiiiip 

but those of Poussin have more of the intellec- 
tual part of the character, and seem vicious on 
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refleclioii, and of set purpose. Rubens’s are 
noble specimens of a class ; Poussin’s are alle- 
gorical abstractions of the same class, with 
bodies less pampered, but with minds more 
secretly depraved. The Bacchanalian groups 
of tlic Flemish painter were, however, his 
master-pieces in composition. Witness tiiv>se 
prodigies of colour, character, and expression 
at Blenheim. In tlie more chaste and refined 
delineation of classic fable, Poussin was With- 
out a rival. Rubens, who was a match for 
him in the wild and picturesque, could not 
pretend to vie with the elegance and purity 
of thought in his picture of Apollo giving a 
poet a cup of water to drink, nor with the 
gracefulness of design in tlie figure ofaNymph 
squeezing the juice of a bunch of grapes from 
her fingers (a rosy wine-press) which falls inlo 
the mouth of a chubby infant below. But, 
above ali| who shall celebrate, in terms of fit 
praise, his picture of the sliepherds in the Vale 
of Tem])e going, out in a fine morning of the 
spring, aiui coming to a tomb with this inscri|)- 
lion : — Et ego jn Arcadia vixi! The eager 
curioMty of M>mc, the expression of others who 
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start back with fear and surprise, the clear 
breeze playing with the branches of the sha- 
dowing trees, “the valleys low, where the 
mild zephyrs use,” the distant, uninterrupted, 
sunny prospect speak (and forever will speak 
on) of ages past to ages yet to come ! ‘ 
?Hctures are a set of chosen images, a suc- 
cession of pleasant thoughts passing through 
the mind. It is a luxury to have the walls of our 
rooms hung round with them-, and no less so 
to have such a gallery in the mind, to con over 
the relics of ancient art bound up “ within the 
book and volume of the brain, unmixed (if 
it were possible) with baser matter !” A life 
spent among pictures, in the study and the 
love of art, is a happy noiseless dream : or 
rather, it is to dream and to be awake at the 
same time 5 for it has all “ the sober certainty 
of waking bliss,” with the romantic volup- 
tuousness of a visionary and abstracted being. 
They are the bright consummate essences ©1 
things, and we may say that he 

* Poussin has repeated this subject more than once, and 
appears to have revelled in iu witcheries. 1 have before 
alluded to it. 


yqu I. 
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“ Who of these delights can jndge and knows 
To interpose them oft, is not unwise.” 

The Orion, which I have here taken occa- 
sion to descant upon, is one of a collection 
of excellent pictures, as this collection is 
itself one of a series from the Old Masters, 
which have for some years past embrowned 
the walls of the British Gallery, and enriched 
the public eye. What hues (those of nature 
mellowed by time) breathe around, as we 
enter! What forms are there, woven into 
the memory! What looks, which only the 
answering looks of the spectator can express! 
What intellectual stores have been yearly 
poured forth from the shrine of ancient art! 
The works are various, but the names the 
same — heaps of Rembrandts frowning from 
the darkened walls, Rubens’s glad gorgeous 
groups, Titians more rich and rare, Claudes 
always exquisite, sometimes beyond com- 
pare, Guido’s endless cloying sweetness, the 
learning cf Poussin and the Garacci, and Ra- 
phael’s princely magnificence, crowning all. 
We read certain letters and syllables in the 
Catalogue, and at the well-known magic 
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sound, a' miracle of skill and beauty starts to 
view. I tmight be thought that one year’s pro- 
digal display of such perfection would exhaust 
the labours of one man’s life; but the next 
year, and the next to that, we find another 
harvest reaped and gathered in to the great 
gatilUr of art, by the same immortal hands — 

“ Old Genius the porter of ihcm was; 
lie Icitetli in, he letteth out to wciid.”— 

Their works seem endless as their reputation 
— to be many, as they are complete — to mul- 
tiply with the desire of the mind to see more 
and more of them ; as if there were a living 
power in tlie breath of Fame, and in the very 
names of the great heirs of glory “there were 
propagation too!” It is something to have 
a collection of this sort to count upon once 
a year ; to have one last, lingering look yet 
to come. Pictures are scattered “like stray- 
gifts through the world and while they re- 
main, earth has yet a little gilding left, not 
quite rubbed off, dishonoured, and defaced. 
There are plenty of standard works still to be 
found in this country, in the collections at 
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Blenheim, at Burleigh, and in those belong- 
ing to Mr. Angerstein, Lord Grosvenor, the 
Marquis of Stafford, and others, to keep up 
this treat to the lovers of art for many years : 
and it is the more desirable to reserve a pri- 
vileged sanctuary of this sort, where the eye 
may dote, and the heart take its fill of stteh 
pictures as Poussin’s Orion, since the Louvre 
is stripped of its triumphant spoils, and since 
he, who collected it, and wore it as a rich 
jewel in his Iron Crown, the hunter of great- 
ness and of glory, is himself a shade ! 



ESSAY VIII. 


ON GOING A JOURNEY. 


One of the pleasantest things in the world 
is going a journey; but I like to go by myself. 
1 can enjoy society in a room 5 but out of doors, 
nature is company enough for me. 1 am then 
never less alone than when alone. 

Tlu; tit'Uls his study, nature was his book.** 

1 cannot see the wit of walking and talking 
at the same time. When 1 am in the country, 
1 wish to vegetate like the country. I am not 
for criticising hedge-rows and black cattle. 

1 go out of town in order to forget the town 
and all that is in it. There are those who for 
this purpose go to watering-places, and carry 
the metropolis with them. I like more elbow- 
room, and fewer incumbrances. 1 like soli- 
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tude, when I give myself up to it, for' the sake 
of solitude *, nor do 1 ask for 

“ a friend in my retreat, 

Whom 1 may whisper solltade is swcet/^ 

The soul of a journey is liberty; perfect li- 
berty, to think, feel, do just as one plcg^s^s. 
We go a journey chiefly to be free of all im- 
pediments and of all inconveniences ; to leave 
ourselves behind, much more to get rid of 
others. It is because I want a little breath- 
ing-space to muse on indilTerent matters, 
where Contemplation 

‘^May plume her fcaihcrs and let grow her wings, 

That in llic various bustle of resort 

Were all too ruffled, and sometimes impair’d,” 

that I absent myself from the town for a while, 
without feeling at a loss the moment 1 am left 
by myself. Instead of a friend in a post- 
chaise or in a tilbury, to exchange good 
things with, and vary the same stale topics 
over again, for once let me have a truce with 
impertinence. Give me the clear blue sky 
over my head, and the green turf beneath my 
feet, a vvinding road before me, and a three 
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hours’ iiiarch to dinner — and then to thinking! 
It is hard if I cannot start some game on these 
lone heaths. I laugh, 1 nin, I leap, I sing 
for joy. From the point of yonder rolling 
cloud, 1 plunge into my past being, and revel 
there, as the sun-burnt Indian plunges head- 
i»jiig into the wave that wafts him to his na- 
tive shore. Then long-forgotten things, like 
“ sunken wrack and snmless treasuries,” burst 
upon my eager siglit, and I begin to feel, 
think, and be myself again. Instead of an 
awkward silence, broken by attempts at wit 
or dull common-places, mine is that undis- 
turbed- sile nce of the heart which alone is 
perfect eloquence. No one likes puns, allite- 
rations, antitheses, argument, and analysis 
better than I do ; but 1 sometimes had rather 
be without them. “ Leave, oh, leave me to 
my repose !” 1 have just now other business 
in hand, which would seem idle to you, but 
is with me “the very stuff of the conscience.” 
Is not this wild rose sweet without a com- 
mffir?' Does not tiiiT daisy leap to my heart, 
set in its coat of emerald? Yet if I were to 
explain to you the circumstance that has so 
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endeared it to me, you would only smile. 
Had 1 not belter then keep it tO' myself, and 
let it serve me to brood over, from here to 
yonder craggy point, and from thence onward 
to the far-distant horizon? 1 should be but 
had company all that way, and therefore prefer 
being alone. I have heard it said that yea 
may, when the moody fit comes on, walk or 
ride on by yourself, and indulge your reve- 
ries. But this looks like a breach of man- 
ners, a neglect of others, and you are think- 
ing all the time that you ought to rejoin your 
party. “ Out upon such half-faced fellowship,” 
say 1. 1 like to be either e ntirely t o mys elf, 
or entirely at the disposal of others ; to talk 
or be silent, to walk or sit still, to be sociable 
or solitary. 1 was pleased with an observation 
of Mr. Cobbett’s, that “ he thought it a bad 
french custom to drink our wine with our 
meals, and that an Englishman ought to do 
otdy one ihing at a time.” So I cannot talk 
and think, or indulge in melancholy musing 
and lively conversation'~Tjy fits and stSfts. 
“ Let me have a companion of my way,” says 
Sterne. “ were it but to remark how the 
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shadows J^ngthen as the sun goes down.” It 
is beautifully said : but in my opinion, this 
continual com|)ariiig of notes interferes with 
the involuntary impression of things upon the 
mind, and hurts the sentiment. If you only 
hint what you feel in a kind of dumb show, 
if^iiTinsipid : if you have to explain it, it is 
. making a toil of a pleasure. You cannot read 
the book of nature, without being perpetually 
put to the trouble of translating it for the 
benefit of others. 1 am for the synthetical^ 
method on a journey, in preference to the 
a nalytical . 1 am content to lay in a stock of 
ideas then, and to examine and anatomise 
them afterwards. I want to see my vague 
notions float like the down of the thistle 
before the breeze, and not to have them 
entangled in the briars and thorns of comtro- 
versy. For once, I like to have it all my 
own way ; and this is impossible, unless you 
are alone, or in such company as 1 do not 
covet. 1 have no objection to argue a point 
with any one for twenty miles of measured 
road, but not for pleasure. If you remark 
the scent of a bean-field crossing the road, 
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perhaps your fellow-traveller has no smell. 
If you point to a distant object , perhaps he 
is short-sighted, and has to take out his glass 
to look at it. There is a feeling in the air, 
a tone in the colour of a cloud which hits 
your fancy, but the effect of which you are 
unprepared to account for. There is then' Ao 
sympathy, but an uneasy craving after it, and 
a dissatisfaction which pursues you on the 
way, and in the end probably produces ill 
humour. Now I nevej^quarrel with myself, 
and take all my qwn conclusions for granted 
till I find it necessary to defend them agaijjst 
objections. It is not merely that you may 
not be of accord on the objects and circum- 
stances that present themselves before you — 
they may recall a number of ideas, and lead 
to associations loo delicate and refined to 
be possibly communicated to others. Yet 
these I love to cherish, and sometimes still 
fondly clutch them, when I can escape from 
the throng to do so. To give way to our 
feelings before company, seems extravagance 
or affectation; on the other hand, to have 
to unravel this mystery of our being at every 
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yam, and .to make others take an equal 
interest in it (otherwise the end is not an- 
swered) is a task to which few are competent. 
We must “ give it an understanding, but 
no longue.” My old friend Coleridge, how- 
ever, could do both, lie could go on in the 
mdst^delightful explanatory way over hill 
7nd dale, a summer’s day, and convert a 
landscape into a didactic poem or a Pindaric 
ode. “ He talked far above singing.” If I 
could so clothe my ideas in sounding and 
flowing words, 1 might perhaps wish to have 
.some one with me to admire the swelling 
fheme ; or I could be more content, were it 
possible for me still to hear his echoing voice 
in the woods of All-Foxden. They had “ that 
fine madness in them which our first poets 
had 5” and if they could have been caught by 
some rare instrument, would have breathed 
such strains as the following : 


Here be woods as green 
As any, air likewise as fresh and sweet 
As when smooth Zephyrus plays on the fleet 
Face of the curled stream, witli flow’rs as many 
As the young spring gives, and as choice as any ; 
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Here be all new delights, cool streams, and wells, * 
Arbours overgrown with woodbine, caves and dells ^ 
Choose where thou wilt, while 1 sit by and sing, 

Or gather rushes to make many a ring 
For tliy long 6ngers; tell thee talcs of love, 

How the pale Phoebe, hunting in a grove, 

First saw the boy Endymion, from whose eyes 
She took eternal fire that never dies * 

How she convey^ him softly in a sleep, ' 

His temples bound with poppy, to the steep 
Head of old Latmos, where she stoops each night. 
Gilding the mountain with her brother’s light, 

To kiss her sweetest 

Faithful SnErnEBDEss. 

Had 1 words and images at command like 
these, I would attempt to wake the thoughts 
that lie slumbering on golden ridges in the 
evening clouds : but at the sight of nature my 
fancy, poor as it is, droops and closes up its 
leaves, like flowers at sunset. I can make 
nothing out on the spot : — I must have time 
to collect myself. 

In general, a good thing spoils out-of-door 
prospects : it should be reserved for Table- 

talk. L is for this reason, I take it, 

the worst company in the world out of doors-, 
because he is the best within. I grant, there 
is one; sulijcct on which it is pleasant to talk 
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on aijourtiey ; and that is, what one shall have 
>i6r supper when we get to our inn at night. 
The open air improves this sort of conversa- 
tion or friendly altercation, by setting a keener 
edge on appetite. Every mile of the road 
heightens the flavour of the viands we expect 
, at thc.«nd of it. How fine it is to enter some 
old town, walled and turreled, just at the 
approach of night-fall, or to come to some 
straggling village, with the lights streaming 
through the surrounding gloom and then after 
inquiring for the best entertainment that the 
place affords, to “ take one’s ease at one’s 
inn!” These eventful moments in our lives 
are in fact too precious, loo full of solid, heart- 
felt happiness to be frittered and dribbled 
away in imperfect sympathy. 1 would have 
them all to myself, and drain them to the last 
drop : they will do to talk of or to write about 
afterwards. What a delicate speculation it is, 
after drinking whole goblets of tea, 

“ The cups that cheer, but not inebriate/’ 

and letting the fumes ascend into the brain, to 
sit considering what we shall have for supper 
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—eggs and a rasher, a rabbit smothered in 
onions, or an excellent veal-cutlet ! Sanchc 
in such a situation once fixed upon cow-heel ; 
and his choice, though he could not help it, 
is not to be disparaged. Then, in the inter- 
vals of pictured scenery and Shandean con- 
templation, to catch the preparation as'l.^hc 
stir in the kitchen — Procul, O procul este 
profani ! These hours are sacred to silence 
and to musing, to be treasured up in the 
memory, and to feed the source of smiling 
thoughts hereafter. 1 would not waste them 
in idle talk 5 or if I must have the integrity of 
fancy broken in upon, 1 would rather it were 
by a stranger than a friend. A stranger takes 
his hue and character from the time and place; 
he is a part of the furniture and costume of 
an inn. If he is a Quaker, or from the West 
Riding of Yorkshire, so much the better. 1 
do not even try to sympathise with him, and 
he breaks no squares. 1 associate nothing 
with my I ravelling companion but present ob- 
jects and passing events. In his ignorance of 
me and my affairs, I in a manner forget my- 
self. but a friend reminds one of other things, 
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ripsTup old grievances, and destroys the ab- 
^>^i‘action of the scene. He comes in ungra- 
ciously between us and our imaginary charac- 
ter. Something is dropped in the course of 
conversation that gives a hint of your profes- 
sion and pursuits *, or from having some one 
with 3«u that knows the less sublime portions 
of your history, it seems that other people do. 
You arc no longer a citizen of the world : but 
your “unhoused free condition is put into 
circumscription and confine.” The incognito 
of an inn is one of its striking privileges— 

‘ lord of one’s-self, uncumber’d with a name.” . 
Oh ! it is great to shake off the trammels of 
the world and of public opinion — to lose our 
importunate, tormenting, everlasting personal 
identity in the elements of nature, and be- 
come the creature of the moment, clear of all 
tics— to hold to the universe only by a dish 
of sweet-breads, and to owe nothing but the 
score of the evening — and no longer seeking 
for applause and meeting with contempt, to 
be known by no other title than the Gentle;* 
man in the parlour! One may take one’s 
choice of all characters in this romantic state 
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of uncertainty as to one’s real pretensions, -and 
become indefinitely respectable and nega- 
tively right-worshipful. We baffle prejudice 
and disappoint conjecture ; and from being sO 
to others, begin to be objects of curiosity and 
wonder even to ourselves. We are no more 
those hackneyed common-places that V*e« ap- 
pear in the world : an inn restores us to th^ 
level of nature, and quits scores with society! 

I have certainly spent some enviable hours at 
inns — sometimes when 1 have been left en- 
tirely to myself, and have tried to solve some 
metaphysical problem, as once at Witham- 
Gommon, where 1 found out the proof that 
likeness is not a case of the association of 
ideas — at other times, when there have been 
pictures in the room, as at St. Neol’s (1 think 
it was) where 1 first met with Gribelin’s engrav- 
ings of the Cartoons, into which 1 entered at 
once j and at a little inn on the borders of 
Wales, where there happened to be hanging 
some of Westall’s drawings, which I com- 
pared triumphantly (for a theory that 1 had, 
not for the admired artist) with the figure of 
a girl who had ferried me over the Severn, 
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statulinglup in the boat between me and the fa- 
twilight — at other times 1 might mention 
luxuriating in books with a peculiar interest 
in this way, as 1 remember sitting up half the 
night to read Paul and Virginia, which 1 pick- 
ed up at an inn at Bridgewater, after being 
drenoited in the rain all day ; and at the same 
place 1 got through two volumes of Madame 
D’ArbJay’s Camilla. It was on the tenth of 
April, 1798, that I sat down to a volume of 
the New Eloise, at the inn at Llangollen, over 
a bottle of sherry and a cold chicken. The 
letter 1 chose was St. Preux’s description of 
his feelings as he first caught a glimpse from 
the heights of the Jura of the Pays de Vaud, 
which 1 had brought with me as a bonne bou- 
che to crown the evening with. It was my 
birth-day, and 1 had for the first time come 
from a place in the neighbourhood to visit 
this delightful spot. The road to Llangollen 
turns off between Chirk and Wrexham; and 
on passing a certain point, you come all at 
once upon the valley, which opens like an 
amphitheatre, broad, barren hills rising in 
majestic state on either side, with ‘ ‘ green 

7 - 
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upland swells that echo to the bleat of Hooks" 
below, and the river Dee babbling over its 
stony bed in the midst of them. The valley 
at this lime “ glittered green with sunny 
showers," and a budding ash-tree dipped its 
tender branches in the chiding stream. How 
proud, how glad 1 was to walk along the high 
road that commanded the delicious prospect, 
repealing the lines which I have just quoted 
from Mr. Coleridge’s poems ! But besides 
the prospect which opened beneath my feet, 
another also opened to my inward sight, a 
heavenly vision, on which were written, in 
letters large as Hope could make them, these 
four words. Liberty, Genius, Love, Virtue 5 
which have since faded into tlie light of com- 
mon day, or mock my idle gaze. 

“ The beautiful h vanished, and rrtm ns not.” 

Still 1 would return some time or other to 
this enchanted spot ; but I w'ould return to it 
alone. Wbat other self could I find to share 
that influx of thoughts, of regret, and delight, 
the traces of which I could hardly conjure 
up to myself, so much have they been broken 
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and defaced ! I could stand on some tall 
•-'rock, and overlook the precipice of years that 
separates me from what 1 then was, I was 
Ht that time going shortly to visit the poet 
whom 1 have above named. Where is he 
now ? Not only 1 myself have changed — the 
warld^ which was then new to me, has be- 
come old and incorrigible. Yet will 1 turn 
to thee in thought, 0 sylvan Dee, as then 
thou wert in joy, in youth and gladness ; and 
thou shalt always be to me the river of Para- 
dise, where I will drink of the waters of life 
freely ! 

• There is hardly any thing that shews the 
short-sightedness or capriciousness of the ima- 
gination more than travelling does. With 
change of place we change our ideas, nay, our 
opinions and feelings. We can by an effort 
indeed transport ourselves to old and long- 
forgotten scenes, and then the picture of the 
mind revives again 5 but we forget those that 
we have just left. It seems that we can think 
but of one place at a time. The canvas of the 
fancy has only a certain extent, and if we 
paint one set of objects upon it, they imme- 
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(liately elFace every other. We cannot enlarge 
our conceptions 5 we only shift our point bi* 
view. The landscape bares its bosom to the 
enraptured eye ; we take our fill of it ; and 
seem as if we could form no other image of 
beauty or grandeur. We pass on, and think 
no more of it : the horizon that shuts i^fn&m 
our sight also blots it from our memory, like 
a dream. In travelling through a wild barren 
country, I can form no idea of a woody and 
cultivated one. It appears to me that all the 
world must be barren, like what I see of it. 
In the country we forget the town, aiid in 
town we despise the country. ‘ ‘ Beyond Hyde 
Park,” says Sir Fopling Flutter, “ all is a 
desert.” All that part of the map that we do 
not sec before us is a blank. The world in 
our conceit of it is not much bigger than a 
nutshell. It is not one prospect expanded into 
another, county joined to county, kii^gdom to 
kingdom, lands to seas, making an image 
voluminous and vast 5 — the mind can form no 
larger idea of sSpace lhan the eye can take in 
at a single glance. The rest is a name written 
on a map, a calculation of arilhmelie. For 
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')|istancej is the tnie signification of that 
'immense mass of territory and population, 
known by the name of China to us ? An inch 
of paste-board on a wooden globe, of no more 
account than a China orange! Things near 
us are seen of the size of life : things at a dis* 
taffce' are diminished to the size of the under- 
standing. We measure the universe by our- 
selves, and even comprehend the texture of 
our own being only piece-meal. In this way, 
however, we remember an infinity of things 
and places. The mind is like a mechanical 
instrument that plays a great variety of tunes, 
but it must play them in succession. One idea 
recalls another, but it at the same time ex- 
cludes all others. In trying to renew old 
recollections, we cannot as it were unfold the 
whole web of our existence; we must pick 
out the single threads. So in coming to a 
place where we have formerly lived and with 
which w'c have intimate associations, every 
one must have found that the feeling grows 
more vivid the nearer w'e approach the spot, 
from the more anticipation of the actual im- 
pression : we remember circumstances, feel- 
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ings, persons, faces, names, that Tve had hurt 
thought of for years ; but for the time all the 
rest of the world is forgotten ! — To return to 
the question I have quitted above. 

I have no objection to go to see ruins, aque- 
ducts, pictures, in company with a friend or 
a party, but rather the contrary, for llm far- 
mer reason reversed. They are intelligible 
matters, and will bear talking about. The sen- 
timent here is not tacit, but communicable and 
overt. Salisbury Plain is barren of criticism 5 
but Stonehenge will bear a discussion anti- 
quarian, picturesque, and philosophical. In 
setting out on a party of pleasure, the first 
consideration always is where we shall go : iu 
taking a solitary ramble, the question is what 
we shall meet with by the way. The mitui 
then is “ its own place nor are we anxious I' 
arrive at the end of our journey. I can my- 
self do the honours indifferently well to works 
of art and curiosity. I once took a party to 
Oxford with no mean eclat — shewed them 
that seat of the Muses at a distance. 


** W ith glistering spires anil pinnacles adorn’d”— 
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^e^anted.on the learned air that breathes 
frbiffthe grassy quadrangles and stone-walls 
of halls and colleges' — was at home in the 
’liodleian 5 and at Wcnhcim quite superseded 
the powdered Ciceroni that attended us, and 
that pointed in vain with his wand to common- 
plSce "Tjeauties in matchless pictures. — As 
another exception to the above reasoning, 1 
should not feel confident in venturing on a 
journey in a foreign country without a com- 
panion. 1 should want at intervals to hear 
tlie sound of my own language. I’here is an 
involuntary antipathy in the mind of an En- 
glislimanto foreign manners and notions, that 
tMiuires the assistance of social sympathy to 
carry it od'. As the distance from home in- 
'■rcascs, this relief, which was at first a luxury, 
becomes a passion and an appetite. A person 
would almost feel stilled to find himself in the 
tleserls of Arabia without friends and coun- 
trymen : there must be allowed to be some- 
thing in the view of Athens or old Rome, that 
claims the utterance of speech ; and I own that 
the. Pyramids are too mighty for any single 
contemplation. In such situations, so opposite 
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to all one’s ordinary train of ideas^ one se^-m^ 
a species by one’s-sclf , a limb torn off /rdm 
society, unless one can meet with instant 
fellowship and support. — Yet 1 did not feel 
this want or craviiigvery pressing once, when 
1 first set my foot on the laughing shores of 
France. Calais was peopled with noveuy and 
delight. The confused, busy murmur of the 
place was like oil and wine poured into my 
ears 5 nor did the marin(*rs’ hymn , which was 
sung from the top of an old crazy vessel in 
the harbour, as the sun went down, send an 
alien sound into my soul. I breathed the air 
of general humanity. I w^alked over “tht; 
vine-covered hills and gay regions of France,” 
erect and satisfied ; for the image of man was 
not cast down and chained to the foot of arbi- 
trary thrones. I was at no loss for language, 
for that of all the great schools of painting 
was open to me. The whole is vanished like 
a shade. Pictures, heroes, glory, freedom, 
all are fle$.I : nothing remains but the Bourbons 
and tlie French people ! — There is ixndoubt- 
edly a sensation in travelling into foreign parts 
that is to be had nowhere else : but it is more 
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I^eli^sing'at.the time than lasting It is too 
re>noteJ‘rom our habitual associations to be a 
common’topic of discourse or reference 5 and, 
like a dream or another state of existence, 
does not piece into our daily modes of life. 
It is an animated but a momentary hallucina- 
ii9h. ^t demands an effort to exchange our 
actual for our ideal identity, and to feel the 
pulse of our old transports revive very keenly, 
we must ^‘jump” all our present comforts 
and connexions. Our romantic and itine- 
rant character is not to be domesticated. 
Dr. Johnson remarked how little foreign tra- 
vel added to the facilities of conversation in 
those who had been abroad. In fact, the time 
we have spent there is both delightful and in 
one sense instructive; but it appears to be cut 
out of our substantial, downright existence, 
and never to join kindly on to it. We are 
not the same, but another, and perhaps more 
enviable individual, all the time we are out of 
our own country. We are lost to ourselves, 
as well as to our friends. So the poet somewhat 
qaaintly sings, 

/ ‘‘ Out of my country and myself I go.” 
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Those who wish to forget painful thoughts 
do well to absent themselves for a whiV- irbm 
the ties and objects that recall them : but wc 
can be said only to fulfil our destiny in the 
place that gave us birth. I should on this 
account bke well enough to spend the whole 
of my life in travelling abroad, if 1 could any 
where borrow another life to spend afterwards 
at home ! 



ESSAY IX, 


WHY DISTANT OBJECTS PLEASE, 


t)isTA.\T objccls please, because, in llie flrsl 
place, they imply an idea of space and ina^jni- 
tude, and because, not being obtruded too 
close upon the eye, we clothe them with the 
indistinct and airy colours of fancy. In look- 
ing at the misty mountain-tops that bound llie 
horizon, the mind is as it were conscious of 
all the conceivable objects and interests that 
lie between 5 we imagine all sorts of adventure.s 
in the interim ; strain our hopes and wishes to 
reach the air-drawn circle, or to “ descry new 
lands, rivers, and mountains,” stretching far 
beyond it : our feelings carried out of them- 
selves lose their grossness and their husk, 
are rarefied, expanded, melt into softness 
and brighten into beauty, turning to “ ethereal 
Anould, sky-tinctured.’’ We drink the air be- 
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fore US, and borrow a more refined exisleiiCf 
from objects that hover on the brink 
thing. Wliere the landscajie fades^Trom 
dull sight, we fill the thin, viewless space wj^^ 
shapes of unknown good, and tinge the lu.jj. 
prospect with hopes and wishes and moi 
charming fears. 

** Blit tboii, oil Hope ! with eyes so fair. 

Wlial was thy delighted measure? 

Still it whisper'd promised pleasure, 

An.H bade the lovely scenes at distance hailP* 

"Whatever is placed beyond the reach of sense 
and knowledge, whatever is imperfectly dis- 
cerned, the fancy pieces out at its leisure ; and 
all but the present momcnl, but the preseni 
spot, passion claims for its own, and brooding 
over it with wings outspread, stamps it with 
an image of itself. Passion is lord of infinite 
space, and distant objects please because they 
border on its confines, and are moulded by 
its touch. When 1 was a boy, I lived within 
sight of a range of lofty hills, whose blue tops 
blending with the setting sun had often tempt- 
ed my longing eyes and wandering feet. At 
last 1 put my project in execution, and on a 
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ijeVcr a'pgroach, instead of glimmering air 
wovu!s> into fantastic shapes, found them huge 
lumpish heaps of discoloured earth. I learned 
‘from this (in part) to leave ^‘Yarrow un- 
visiled,” and not idly to disturb a dream of 
good ! 

^)istancc of time has much the same elfect 
as distance of place. It is not surprising that 
fancy colours the prospect of the future (as it 
thinks good,) when it even ellaccs the forms 
of memory. Time lakes out the sting of pain; 
onr sorrows after a certain period have been 
so often steeped in a medium of thought and 
passion, tliat they ‘‘unmould their essence;” 
and all that remains of our original impressions 
is what we would wish them to have been. 
Not only the untried steep ascent before us, 
but the rude, unsiglitly masses of our past ex- 
perience presently resume their power of de- 
ception over the eye : the golden cloud soon 
rests upon (heir heads, and the purple light of 
fancy clotlies their barren sides. Thus we 
pass on, while both ends of onr existence touch 
upon Heaven ! — There is (so to speak) “ a 
^iglity stream of tendency” to good in the 
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human mind, upon which all objects Hoat 
arc impcrcoplihly borne along : and 
in the voyage of life we meet with strong 
rcbiiUs, with rocks and cjuicksaiuls, yet there 
IS a tide in the aflairs of men,'’ a heaving and 
a restless aspiration of the soul, ])y means of 
w hicli, ‘‘with sails and tackle Lorn,” thf^rer^K 
and scallercd fragments of our entire being 
(Irilt into the port and haven of our desires! 
In all that relates to the aQeclions, we put the 
v\ill for the deed: — the instant the pressure 
of umvelcome cireumsiances is removed, the 
mind recoils from their grasp, recovers its elas- 
i icily, and re-unites itself to that image of 
good, wldcli is but a reflection and configura- 
tion of its own nature. Seen in the distance, 
in the long perspective of waning years, tin* 
imianest incidents, enlarged and enrielied by 
countless recollections, become interesting; 
(he most painful, brokenand softened by time, 
soothe. !iow any object, that unexpectedly 
brings back to us old scenes and associatioius, 
^lartles the mind ! M hat a yearning it creates 
wilinn us; what a longing to leap the inter- 
mediate spac(‘ ! How fondly we cling to, and 
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U’j^to revive the impression of all that we once 
were I 

^ Siicli tricks hath strong Imagination 

In IriUli, we impose upon ourselves, and know 
not what we wish. It is a cunniufj artifice, a 
?J^iaihjftlelusion, by which, in pretending to 
be what we were at a particular moment of 
(iiiKj, wc would fain be all Lliat we have since 
been, and have our livtjs to come ov(?r again, 
ll is not the little, glimmering, almost anni- 
Iiilalod speck in the distance, that rivets our 
atteulion and hangs upon the beatings of our 
hearts:” it is the interval that separates us 
from it, and of which it is the trembling boun- 
dary, that excites all this coil and mighty pud- 
der in the breast. Into that great gap in our 
being ‘"come thronging soft desires” and in- 
finite regrets. It is the contrast, the change 
fj’om what we (hen were, that arms the half- 
evtingnished recollection with its giant- 
r^lrcnglli, and lifts the fabric of the affections 
from its shadowy base. In contemplating its 
utmost verge, vve overlook the map of our 
/♦'xistence, and retread, in apprehension, i1m‘ 
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journey of life. So it is that in early yo^^^th 
we strain our eager sight after the pursjuts of 
manhood ; and, as we are sliding off Vlie stage, 
strive to gather up the toys and flowers that 
pleased our tlioughtlcss childhood. 

M%en I was quite a hoy, my father used 
to take me to the Montpelier Tea-gafiiens^Vft 
Walworth. Do I go there now? No 5 the 
place is deserted, and its borders and ils 
beds o’erlurncd. Is there, then, nothing that 
can 

“ Bring back the hour 

Of gloiy ill the glass, ofsplcndouv in the flower?” 

Oh ! yes, I unlock the casket of memory, and 
draw hack the warders of the brain •, and there 
ibis scene of ray infant wanderings still lives 
unfaded, or with fresher dyes. A new sense 
comes upon me, as in a dream ; a richer per- 
fume, brighter colours start out j my eyes 
dazzle ; my heart heaves w'ith its new load of 
bliss, and I am a child again. My sensations are 
all glossy, spruce, voluptuous, and line: they 
wear a candied coat, and are in holiday trim. 
1 see the beds of larkspur wdlh purple eyes; 
tall hollyhocks, red and yellow; the bioail 
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£un-flowecs, caked in gold, with bees buzzing 
round them ; wildernesses of pinks, and hot- 
glowing^pionies ; poppies run to seed ; the 
sugared lily, and faint mignonette, all ranged 
in order, and as thick as they can grow ; the 
box-trM borders ; the gravel-walks, the paint- 
"ecl alcove, the confectionary, the clotted cream: 
— 1 think 1 see them nowwith sparkling looks; 
or liavc tliey vanished w'hilc I have been wait- 
ing this description of them ? No matter ; 
ihey will ri'turn again when I least think of 
them. All that 1 have observed since, of 
flowers and plants, and grass-plots, and of 
suburb delights, seems, to me, borrowed from 
“that first garden of my innocence”— to be 
slips and scions stolen from that bed of me- 
mory. In this manner the darlings of our 
cliildhood burnish out in the eye of after-years, 
and derive their sweetest perfume from the 
first lieart-fell sigh of pleasure breathed upon 
llicm, 

“ like ilic sweet boiitli, 

Thai breathes upon a bank of violel.s, 

Stealing and giving odour 1” 

'If D have pleasure in a flower-garden, 1 have 
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ill a kitchen-fjardeii too, and for tlie saftie 
reason. If I see a row of eabbajje-plants or 
of peas or beans coming up, I immediately 
think of those which I used so carefully to 

water of an evening at W m, when my 

days tasks were done, and of tlie pain with 
which I saw 1 hem droop and liangdowri tli(?/r 
leaves in the morning’s sun. Again, 1 never 
see a child’s kite in the air, but it secmis to jndl 
at my heart. It is to me “a thing of life." ’ 1 

feel the twinge at my elbow, tlie flutter and 
palpitation, with which I used lo let go the 
string of my own, as il rose in the air and tower- 
ed among I he clouds. i\Iy little cargo of hopes 
and fears ascended with it 5 and as it made a 
part of my own consciousness then, it does so 
still, and a])pears “like some gay creature of 
the element,” my playmate when life was 
young, and twin-born with my earliest recol- 
lections. I could enlarge on I his subjh'et of 
childish ainnsernents, but Mr. Leigli Hunt has 
treated it so well in a ])aper in the liuVnuiloi , 
on tlie productions of tin toy-shops of the me- 
tropolis, llial if 1 were lo insist more on it, I 
should only pass for an imitator ol’ that ir'go ^ 
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nioiis and .agreeable writer, and for an in- 
tlifFerent one into the bargain. 

Sounds, smells, and sometimes tastes, are 
‘ ‘rememliered longer than visible objects, and 
serve, perhaps, belter for links in the chain of 
association. The reason seimis to l)e this : 
llTTy are in their naiiire intermittenl, and com- 
paratively rare*, whereas objects of sight arc* 
always bedore ns, and, by their continuous 
snccessioii, drive one anollier out. 1’he (\ve is 
always open 5 and between any given impres- 
sion and its recurrence a second lime, fifty 
Ihousand other impressions l)avc, in all like- 
lihood, been stamped upon the sense and on 
the brain. The other senses are not so active 
or vigilant. Thc?y arc but seldom called into 
play. The ear, for example, is oftener court- 
(}d by silence llian noise 5 and the sounds that 
break that silence sink deeper and more du- 
rably into tlie mind. I have for this reason 
a more jiresentand lively recollection of certain 
scents, tastes, and sounds, than I. have of 
mercj visible images, because they are more 
original, and less worn by frequent repetition. 
WIntre there is nothing interposed between 
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any two impressions, whatever the distance of 
lime that parts them, they naturally seem to 
touch ; and the renewed impression recalls the 
former one in full force, without distraction 
or competition. The taste of barberries, which 
have hung out in the snow during the^severilv 
of a North American winter, I have in my 
mouth still, after an interval of thirty years ; 
for I have met with no other taste, in all thaJ 
time, at all like it. It remains by itself, almost 
like the impression of a sixth sense. But the 
colour is mixed up indiscriminately with the 
colours of many other berries, nor should I be 
able to distinguish it among them. The smell 
of a brick-kiln carries the evidence of its own 
' id^entity with it : neither is it to me (from pe- 
culiar associations) unpleasant. The colour 
of brickdust, on the contrary, is more com- 
mon, and easily confounded with other co- 
lours. Raphael did not keep it quite distinct 
from his flesh-colour. I will not say that w'e 
have a more perfect recollection of the human 
voice than of that complex picture, the human 
face^ but I think the sudden hearing of a weR- 
known \oice has something in it more artect\ 
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^ inland striking than the sudden meeting with 
the face : perhaps, indeed, this may be because 
we have a more familiar remembrance of the 
•one than the other, and the voice takes us more 
by surprise on that account. J am by no means 
certain (generally speaking) that we have the 
’’hisas of ihe other senses so accurate and well 
made out as those of visible form : what i 
chiefly mean is, that the feelings belonging to 
the sensations of our other organs, when ac- 
cidentally recalled, are kept more separate 
and pure. Musical sounds, probably, owe a 
good deal of their interest and romantic effect 
to the principle here spoken of. Were they 
constant, they would become indifferent, as 
we may find with respect to disagreeable 
noises, which we do not hear after a time. I 
know no situation more pitiable than that of 
a blind fiddler, who has but one sense left (if 
we except the sense of snuff-taking*), and who 
has that stunned or deafened by his own vil- 
lanous noises ! Shakespear says, 

'•* How sllver-swcci sound lovers’ tongues by night!” 


' Sec Wilkie’s Blind Fiddler. 
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It has been suggested, in explanation of 
this passage, that it is because in the day- 
time lovers are occupied with one another’s 
faces, but that at nighi they can only dis- 
tinguish the sound of each other’s voices. 
I know not how this may be : but I have, 
ere now, heard a voice break so upon fiic 
silence, 

'Fo angflb’ ’twas ino>l like,” 

and charm the moonlight air with its balmy es- 
sence, while the budding leaves trembled to its 
accents. Would 1 might have heard it once 
more whisper peace and hope (as erst when if 
was mingled with the breath of sju’ing), and 
wdth its soft pulsations lift winged fancy to 
heaven ! hut it has ceased, or turned where 
1 no more shall hear it ! — Hence, also, we see 
what is the charm of the shepherd’s jiasloral 
reed ■, and why we hear him, as it w'^ere, pip- 
ing to his flock, even in a picture. Our ears 
are fancy-stung! I remember once strolling 
along the margin of a stream, skirted with 
willows and plashy sedges, in one of those low 
sheltered valleys on Salisbury Plain, where thV 
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moTiks of former ages had planted chapels and 
Iniilt hermits’ cells. There was a little parish- 
church near^ but tall elms and quivering alders 
fiid it from my sight, when, all of a siulden, I 
was startled by the sound of the full organ peal- 
ing on the ear, accompanied by rustic voices 
atid the willing quire of village-maids and 
children. It rose, indeed, “like an exhala- 
tion of rich distilled perfumes.” The dew 
from a thousand pastures was gathered in its 
softness the silence of a thousand years spoke 
in it. It came upon the heart like the calm 
beauty of death : fancy caught the sound, 
.and faith mounted on it to the skies. It filled 
the valley like a mist, and still poured out its 
endless eh aunt, and still it swells upon the 
ear, and wraps me in a golden trance, drown- 
ing the noisy tumult of the world ! 

There is a curious and interesting discus- 
sion, on the comparative distinctness of our 
visual and other external impressions, in Mr. 
Fearn’s Essay on Consciousne.ss, with which I 
shall try to descend from this rhapsody to the 
ground of common sense and plain reasoning 
/gain. After observing, a little before, that 



t84 'WHY DISTANT OBJECTS PLEASE. 

nothing is more untrue than that sensations 
of vision do necessarily leave more vivid and 
durable ideas than those of grosser senses,’’ 
he proceeds to give a number of illustrations 
in support of this position. “Notwithstand- 
ing,” he says, “the advantages here enumerat- 
ed in favour of sight, I think there is no doubf" 
that a man will come to forget acquaintance, 
and many other visible objects, noticed in ma- 
ture age, before he will in the least forget 
tastes and smells, of only moderate interest, 
encountered cither in his childhood, or at any 
time since. 

“ In the course of voyaging to various dis- 
tant regions, it has several limes happened 
that 1 have eaten once or twice of different 
things that never came in my way before nor 
sinee. Some of these have been pleasant, and 
some scarce better than insipid *, but 1 have no 
reason to think I have forgot, or much altered 
the ideas left by those single impulses of taste; 
though here the memory of them certainly 
has not been preserved by repetition. It is 
clear 1 must have seen, as well as tasted those 
things; and 1 am decided that 1 remember thv^ 
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tastes with more precision than I do the visual 
sensations. 

“I remember having once, and only once, 
~ eat Kangaroo in New Holland j and having 
once smelled a baker's shop, having a peculiar 
odour, in the city of fiassorah. Now both 
• these gross ideas remain with me quite as vivid 
as any visual ideas of those places ; and this 
could not be from repetition, but really from 
interest in the sensation. 

“ Twenty-eight years ago, in the island of 
Jamaica, 1 partook (perhaps twice) of a certain 
fruit, of the taste of which I have now a very 
fresh idea; and 1 could add other instances 
of that period. 

“ I have had repeated proofs of having lost 
retention of visual objects, at various distances 
of time, though they had once been familiar. 
1 have not, during thirty years, forgot the 
delicate, and in itself most trifling sensation, 
that the palm of my hand used to convey, 
when I was a boy, trying the different eflfects 
of what boys call light and heavy tops but 
I ca«inot remember within several shades of 
the brown coat which I left off a week ago. 

8 . 
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If any man thinks he can do belterj let hiin 
lake an ideal survey of his wardrobe, and then 
actually refer to it for proof. 

Afl(;r relcnlion of such ideas, it certainly 
v\ould be very ditlicnlt to persuade me that 
feelinfj, lasle, and smell can scarce be said 
lo leave ideas, unless indistinct and obsciffe^ 
ones. . . . 

Shew a Londoner correct models ol 
twenty London churches, and, at the same 
time, a model of each, whicli difters, in several 
considerable features, from the truth, and I 
venture to say he shall not tell you, in any 
instance, \vliich is the correct one, except by 
mere chance. 

“ If he is an architect, he may be much 
more correct than any ordinary person : and 
this obviously is, because he has felt an in- 
terest in viewing these structures, which an 
ordinary person does not feel : and here in- 
terest is the sole reason of his remembering 
more correctly than his neighbour. 

1 once heard a person quaintly ask ano- 
ther. How many trees there are in St. Paul’s 
Lhnrchyard ? The <|uestion itself iiulie;?: 's 
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that inany/;annot answer it ; and this is found 
to be the ease willi those who have passed 
the church a hundred times; whilst the cause 
, IS, that every individual in the busy stream 
wliich {glides past St. Paul’s is engrossed in 
various other interests. 

“ How often does it happen that we enter a 
well-known apartment, or meet a well-known 
friend, and receive .some vague idea of visible 
dilfcrence, lull cannot possibly find out w/iat 
it is ; until at length we come to perceive (or 
perhaps must be told) that some ornament or 
furniture is removed, altered, or added in 
the apartment; or that our friend has cut his 
hair, taken a wig, or has made any of twenty 
considerable alterations in his appearance. At 
oilier limes, wo have no perception of altera- 
tion whatever, though the like has taken place. 

“ It is, liowfcver, certain, that sight, appo- 
sited with interest, can retain tolerably exact 
copies of sensations, especially if not too 
eomiilex; sucli as of the human countenance 
anti figure. Vet the voice will convince us, 
v^en the countenance will not; and he is 
R'ckoned an excellent painter, and no or- 
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dinary genius, who can make a toleranle 
likeness from memory. Nay, more, it is a 
conspicuous proof of the inaccuracy of visual 
ideas, that it is an eifort of consummate art, 
attained hy many years’ practice, to take a 
strict likeness of the human countenance, 
even when the object is present 5 and amort^ 
those cases, where the wilful cheat of flattery 
has been avoided, we still find in how very 
few instances the best painters produce a like- 
ness up to flic life, though practice and in- 
terest join in the attempt. 

“ I imagine an ordinary person would find 
it very diflicult, supposing he had some 
knowledge of drawing, to alford, from me- 
mory, a tolerable sketch of such a familiar 
object as his curtain, his carpet, or his dress- 
ing-gown, if the pattern of either be at all 
various or irregular; yet he will instantly tell, 
with precision, either if his snuU' or his wine 
has not the same character it had yesterday, 
though bolb these are compounds. 

“Beyond all this I may observe, that a 
draper, who is in the daily habit of such coin- 
parisuns, cannot carry in his mind the parlf- • 
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cukr shade of a colour during a second of 
lime 5 and has no certainty of tolerably match- 
ing two simple colours, except by placing 
- ihe patterns in contact .” — Essaj on Con- 
sciousness^ p. 3o3. 

1 will conclude the subject of this Essay 
with observing, that a nearer and more familiar 
acquaintance with persons has a different and 
more favourable effecl than that with places 
or things. The latter improve by being re- 
moved to a distance, for we have no interest 
ill backbiting them : the former gain by being 
brought nearer and more home to us, and thus 
stripped of artful and illnatured misrepresen- 
tations. Report or imagination very seldom 
raises any individual so high in our estimation 
as to disappoint us greatly when we are in- 
troduced to him : prejudice and malice con- 
stantly exaggerate defects beyond the reality. 
Ignorance alone makes monsters or bugbears ; 
our actual ac([uaintances arc all very com- 
mon-place people. The thing is, that as a 
matter of hearsay or conjecture, we make 
p\)straclions of particular vices, and irritate 
ourselves against some particular quality or 
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aclion of the person we dishke : — whereas 
individuals are eonercte cxisleiicos, not arbi- 
trary denominations or nicknames; and havr 
innumerable other fjnalities, {^ood, bad, and 
indiHbrent, besides liio damning feature \\ilh 
Nvliieh we till up tlie portrait or caricature in 
our previous fancies. We can scarcely liat'e 
any one that we know. An ac ule ()])server 
complained, tlial if there was any one to whom 
he had a parlicular spile, aiul a wisli to Jel 
him see it, I ho moment he came to sit dow n 
witli him, his enmity was disarmed l)y some 
unforeseen circumslance, 11* il was a Quar- 
lorly Iieviewer, he was in other respects like 
any other man. Suppose, again, your adver- 
sary turns out a very ugly man, or wants an 
eye, you are baulked in that wav : — lie is not 
what you expected, the oliject ofyoiir al)stract 
haired and implacable disgust. He may Ix' 
a very disagreeable person, but lie i^ no longer 
the same. If you eome into a room wliere a 
man is, y(;ii find, in general, that lie has a 
nose upon his face. "‘There's sympathy !” 1 his 
aloui' is a diversion to your uncpialilicd coii- 
tempt. ll(? LS stupid, aiul says nothing, hnf 
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liL* 'seems to have something in him when he 
laughs. You had conceived of him as a rank 
Whig or Tory — yet he talks upon other sub- 
jects. You knew that he was a virulent par- 
ly-writer; l)ut you find that the man himself is 
a tamo sort of animal enough. He does not 
l)ite. Thafs something. In short, you can 
make nothing of it. Even opposite vices ba- 
lance one anollier. \ man may he p(‘rl in 
(*ompany, bill he is also dull; so lhal you 
cannot, Ihoiigli you try, liate him cordially, 
merely for Ihc wish to be olfensivc. lie is a 
knave. Granted. You learn, on a nearer 
ac([uainlanc(‘, wliatyou did not know before 
— dial he is a fool as well ; so you forgive 
him. On the other hand, he may be a pro- 
fligate public character, and may make no 
secret of it ; bill he gives you a hearty shake 
by tlie hand, speaks kindly to servants, and 
supporls an aged father and mother. Politics 
apart, he is a very honest fellow. Y ou are told 
that a person has carbuncles on his face; but 
you have ocular proofs that he is sallow, and 
pajle as a ghost. This does not much mend 
die matter;, blit It blunts tin* ('dge oftlie ridi- 
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cule, and turns your indignation against* the 

inventor of ihe lie 5 but he is , the editor 

of a Scotch Magazine •, so you are just where 
you were. ( am not very fond of anonymous 
criticism ; I want to know who the author can 
be : but the moment I learn this, I am satis- 
fied. Even would do well to come oiri' 

of his disguise. It is the mask only that we 
dread and hate ; tlic man may have something 
human about liim ! The notions, in short, 
which we entertain of people at a distance, or 
from partial representations, or from guess- 
work, arc simple, uncompouuded ideas, which 
answer to notliiiig in reality : those which we 
derive from experience are mixed modes, the 
only true, and, in general, the most favour- 
able ones. Instead of naked deformity, or 
abstract perfection — 

“Those faiililcs.s monsters wliicli the world iirVr saw” — 

“ the well of our lives is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together : our virtues would be 
proud, if our faults whipt them not \ and our 
vicc.s would despair, if they were not enco-i- 
raged by our virtues.” This was truly ana 
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finyy sai^ long ago, by one who knew the 
strong and weak points of human nature : but 
it is what sects and parties and those phi- 
losophers whose pride and boast it is to 
classify by nicknames, have yet to learn 
the meaning of! 
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ESSAY X. 


ON CORPORATE BODIES. 


Corporate bodies are more corrupt and pro- 
fligate than individuals, because they have 
more power to do mischief, and are less ame- 
nable to disgrace or punishment. They feel 
neither shame, remorse, gratitude, nor good- 
will. The principle of private or natural 
conscience is extinguished in each individual 
(we have no moral sense in the breasts of 
others), and nothing is considered but how 
the united efforts of the whole (released 
from idle scruples) may be best directed to 
the obtaining of political advantages or privi- 
leges to be shared as common spoil. Each 
member reaps the benefit, and lays the blame, 
if there is any, upon the rest. The esprit de 
corps becomes the ruling passion of eveijv 
corporate body, compared with .which the 
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motives of delicacy or decorum tovrards 
others are looked upon as being both imper^^ 
tincnt and improper. If any person sets up 
.a plea of this sort in opposition to the rest, he 
is over-ruled, he gets ill-blood, aiid docs no 
good : he is regarded as an interloper, a 
black sheep in the flock, and is cither sent 
to Coventry, or obliged to acquiesce in the 
notions and wishes of those he associates and 
is expected to co-operate with. The refine- 
ments of private judgment are submilled to 
arid negatived by a committee of the whole 
body, while the projects and interests of the 
Corporation meet with a secret but powerful 
support in the self-love of the different mem- 
bers. Remonslrance — opposition is fruitless, 
troublesome, invidious : il answers no one 
end : and a conformity to the sense of the 
company is found lo be no less necessary lo 
a reputation for good-fellowship than to a 
quiet life. “ Self-love and social” here look 
like the same ; and in consulting ihe inter- 
'^sts of a particular class, which are also your 
oivn, there is even a shew of public virtue, 
rie who is a captious, impracticable, dissatis- 
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fied member of his little club or potene-j is 
immediately set down as a bad member of 
the community in general, as no friend to 
regularity and order, “ a pestilent fellow,” 
and one who is incapable of sympathy, at- 
tachment, or cordial co-operation in any de- 
partment or undertaking. Thus the most 
refractory novice in such matters becomes 
weaned from his obligations to the larger so- 
ciety, which only breed him inconvenience 
without any adequate recompense, and wed- 
ded to a nearer and dearer one, where he 
finds every kind of comfort and consolation. 
He contracts the vague and unmeaning cha- 
racter of Man into the more emphatic title of 
Freeman and Alderman. The claims of an 
undefined humanity sit looser and looser upon 
him, at the same time that he draws the bands 
of his new engagements closer and tighter 
about him. He loses sight, by degrees, of 
all common sense and feeling in the petty 
squabbles, intrigues, feuds, and airs of af- 
fected importance, to which he has made 
himself an accessary. He is quite an a^ 
tered man. “ Really the society were under 
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col)siderable obligations to him in that last 
business ; ” that is to say, in some paltry job 
or under-hand attempt to encroach upon the 
rights, or dictate to the understandings of 
the neighbourhood. lu the mean time, they 
eat, drink, and carouse together. They wash 
down all minor animosities and unavoidable 
differences of opinion in pint-bumpers; and 
the complaints of the multitude are lost in 
the clatter of plates and the roaring of loyal 
catches at every quarter’s meeting or mayor’s 
feast. The town-hall reels with an unwieldy 
sense of self-importance : “the very stones 
prate” of processions : the common pump 
creaks in concert with the uncorking of bot- 
tles and lapping of beer-barrels ; the market- 
cross looks hig with authority. Every thing 
has an ambiguous, upstart, repulsive air. 
Circle within circle is formed, an imperiuin 
in impeiio : and the business is to exclude 
from the first circle all the notions, opinions, 
ideas, interests, and pretensions of the sc- 
^ cond. Hence there arises not only an anti- 
pathy to common sense and decency in those 
things where there is a real opposition of in- 
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terest or clashing of prejudice, but it becomes 
a habit and a favourite amusement in those 
who are “dressed in a little brief authority,” 
to thwart, annoy, insult, and harass others on 
all occasions where the least opportunity or 
pretext for it occurs. Spite, bickerings, back- 
biting, insinuations, lies, jealousies, nick- 
names are the order of the day, and nobody 
knows what it is all about. One would tliink 
that the mayor, aldermen, and liverymen 
were a higher and more select species of ani- 
mals than their townsmen 5 though there is no 
dill'erence whatever, but in their gowns and 
stair of olTicc ! This is the essence of the 
esprit de corps. It is certainly not a very 
delectable source of contemplation or subject 
lo treat of. 

Public bodies are so far worse than the in- 
dividuals composing them, because the official 
takes place of the moral sense. The nerves 
that in (hcraselvcs were soft and pliable 
enough, and responded naturally to the touch 
of pity, when fastened into a machine of that 
sort, become callous and rigid, and throw 
off every extraneous application that can he 
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made to t^jem with perfect apathy. An appeal 
is made to the ties of individual friendship : 
the body in general know nothing of them. 

, A case has occurred which strongly called 
forth the compassion of the person who was 
witness of it : but the body (or any special 
deputation of them) were not present when 
it happened. These little weaknesses and 
“compunctious visilings of nature” are effec- 
tually guarded against, indeed, by the very 
rules and regulations of the society, as well as 
Jjy its spirit. The individual is the creature 
of his feelings of all sorts, the sport of his 
vices and Ids virtues — like the fool in Shake- 
spear, “motley’s his proper wear:”— cor- 
porate bodies arc dressed in a moral uniform; 
mixed motives do not operate there, frailty is 
made into a system, “diseases are turned into 
commodities.” Only so much of any one’s 
natur.'d or genuine impulses can influence him 
in his artificial capacity as formally comes 
home to the aggregate conscience of those 
with whom he acts, or bears upon the inter- 
ests (real or pretended), the importance, 
respectability, and professed objects of the 
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society. Beyond that point the nerve is bound 
up, the conscience is seared, and the torpedo- 
touch of so much inert matter operates to 
deaden the best feelings and harden the heart. 
Laughter and tears are said to be the charac- 
teristic signs of humanity. Laughter is com- 
mon enough in .such places as a set-off to the 
mock-gravity : but "who ever saw a public 
body in tears ? Nothing but a job or some 
knavery can keep them serious for ten minutes 
together. * 

Such are the qualifications and the appren- 
ticeship necessary to make a man tolerated, 
to enable him to pass as a cypher, or be ad- 
mitted as a mere numerical unit, in any cor- 
porate body : to be a leader and dictator, he 

* Wc sometimes sec a 'whole play-house in tears. But the 
audience at a theacie, though a public assembly, are not a 
public body. They arc not incorporated into a frame- work of 
exclusive, narrow-minded Interests of their own. Each indi- 
vidual look; out of his own iu^igniUcancc at a scene) ideal 
perhaps, and foreign lo himself^ but true to nature ; friends, 
strangers, meet on the common ground of humanity, and the 
tears that spring from their breasts are those which “ sacred 
pity has engendered.” They are a mixed multitude meltr.i 
into sympathy hy remote, imaginary events, not a combination 
cemcnled by poiiy views, and sordid, selfish prejudices. 
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must be diplomatic in impertinence, and ofli> 
cious in every dirty work. He must not 
merely conform to established prejudices ; he 
must flatter them. He must not merely be 
insensible to the demands of moderation and 
equity; he must be loud against them. He 
must not simply fall in with all sorts of con- 
temptible cabals and intrigues ; he must be 
indefatigable in fomenting them, and setting 
every body together by the ears. He must 
not only repeat, but invent lies. He must 
rhake speeches and write hand-bills ; he must 
be devoted to the wishes and objects of the 
society, its creature, its jackall, its busy-body, 
its mouth-piece, its prompter ; he must deal in 
law-cases, in demurrers, in charters, in tra- 
ditions, in common-places, in logic and rhe- 
toric — in every thing but common sense and 
honesty. He must (in Mr. flurke’s phrase) 
‘ ‘ disembowel himself of his natural entrails, 
and be stuffed with paltry, blurred sheets of 
parchment about the rights” of the privileged 
few. He most be a concentrated essence, a 
varnished, powdered representative of the 
vices, absurdities, hypocrisy, jealousy, pride. 
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and pragmatical meanness of his party. Such 
a one by bustle and self-importance and puf- 
fing, by flattering one to his face, and abusing 
another behind his back, by lending himself 
to the weaknesses of some, and pampering 
the mischievous propensities of others, will 
pass for a great man in a little society. 

Age does not improve the morality of pub- 
lic bodies. They grow more and more fona- 
cious of their idle privileges and senseless 
self-consequence. They get weak and ob- 
stinate at the same time. Those, who belong 
to them, have all the upstart pride and petti- 
fogging spirit of their present character in- 
grafted on the vcnerableness and superstitions 
sanctity of ancient institutions. They are 
naturally at issue, first with their neighbours, 
and next with their contemporaries, on all 
matters of common propriety and judgment. 
They become more attached to forms, the 
more obsolete they are-, and the defence of 
every absurd and invidious distinction is a 
debt which ('by implication) they owe to the 
dead as well as to the living. What might 
once liave been of serious practical utility they 



ON CORPORATE BODIES. 


2o3 


turn to farce, by retaining the letter when the 
spirit is gone : and they do this the more, the 
more glaring the inconsistency and want of 
.sound reasoning ; for they lliink they thus give 
proof of their zeal and attachment to the ab- 
stract principle on which old establishments 
> exist, the ground of prescription and author- 
ily. The greater the wt'ong, the greater 
the right, in all such cases. The esprit do 
corps does not take much merit to itself for 
upholding what is justifiable in any system or 
in the proceedings of any party, but for adhe- 
ring to what is palpably injurious. You may 
exact the first from an enemy : the last is the 
province of a friend. It has been made a 
subject of complaint, that the champions of 
the Church, for example, who are advanced 
to dignities and honours, are hardly ever 
(hose who defend the common principh's of 
Christianity, but those who volunteer to man 
the out-works, and set up ingenious ex- 
cuses for the questionable points, the ticklish 
places in the established form of worship, 
that is, for those which are attacked from 
without, and are supposed in danger of being 
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undermined by stratagem, or can'ied* by 
assault ! 

The great resorts and seats of learning often 
outlive in this way the intention of the foun- 
ders, as the world outgrows them. I’hey may 
be said to resemble antiquated coquets of the 
last age, who think every thing ridiculous and 
intolerable that was not in fashion when they 
were young, and yet are standing proofs of the 
progress of taste and the vanity of human 
pretensions. Our universities are, in a great 
measure, become cisterns to bold, not conduits 
to disperse knowledge. The age has the start 
of them ; that is, other sources of knowledge 
have been opened since their formation, to 
which the world have had access, and have 
drunk plentifully at those living fountains, but 
from which thej are debarred by the tenor of 
their charter, and as a matter of dignity and 
privilege. They have grown poor, like the 
old grandees in some countries, liy subsisting 
on the inheritance of learning, while the people 
have grov ii rich by trade. They are too much 
in the nature of fixtures in intellect : they 
stop the w ay in the road to truth 5 or at any 
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i atej(for they do not themselves advance) they 
can only be of service as a check-weight on 
the too hasty and rapid career of innovation. 
All that has been invented or thought in the 
last two hundred years they take no cognisance 
of, or as little as possible ; they are above it ; 
they stand upon the ancient land-marks, and 
will not budge; whatever was not known 
when they were first endowed, they are still 
in profound and lofty ignorance of. Yet in that 
period how much has been done in literature, 
arts, and science, of which (with the excep- 
tion of mathematical knowledge, the hardest 
to gainsay or subject to the trammels of preju- 
dice and barbarous ipse dixits) scarce any 
trace is to be found in the authentic modes of 
study and legitimate inquiry, which prevail 
at either of our Universities! The unavoidable 
aim of all corporate bodies of learning is not 
to grow wise, or teach others wisdom, but to 
prevent any one else from being or seeming 
wiser than themselves ; in other words, their 
infallible tendency is in the end to suppress 
inquiry and darken knowledge, by setting 
limits to the mind of man, and saying to his 
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proud spirit, Hitherto shall thou come, .and 
no farther ! It would not be an unedifying 
experiment to make a collection of the titles 
of works published in the course of the year 
by Members of the Universities. If any at- 
tempt is to be made to patch up an idle system 
in policy or legislation or church-government, 
it is by a Member of the University : if any 
hashed-up speculation on an old exploded ar- 
gument is to be brought forward “ in spite of 
shame, in erring reason’s spite,” it is by a 
Member of the University : if a paltry project 
is ushered into the world for combiningancient 
prejudices with modern time-serving, it is by 
a Member of the University. Thus we get at 
a stated supply of annual Defences of the Sink- 
ing F und, Thoughts on the Evils of Education, 
Treatises on Predestination, and Eulogies on 
Mr. Malthus, all from the same source, and 
through the same vent. If they came from 
any other quart er, nobody would look at them; 
but they have an Imprimatur from dulness 
and authority : we know that there is no of-< 
fence in them; and they are stuck in the shop- 
windows, and read (in the intervals of Lord 



ON CORPORATE BODIES. 


ao7 

Byron’s works, or the Scotch Novels) in ca- 
thedral towns and close boroughs! 

It is, 1 understand and believe, pretty much 
the same in more modern institutions for the 
encouragement of the Fine Arts. The end is 
lost in the means : rules take place of nature 
and genius ■, cabal and bustle and struggles for 
rank and precedence supersede the study and 
the love of art. A Royal Academy is a kind 
of hospital and infirmary for the obliquities of 
taste and ingenuity — a receptacle where en- 
thusiasm and originality stop and stagnate, and 
•spread their influence no farther, instead of 
being a school founded for genius, or a temple 
built to fame. The generality of those who 
wriggle, or fawn, or beg their way to a seat 
there, live on their certificate of merit to a 
good old age, and arc seldom heard of after- 
wards. If a man of sterling capacity gets 
among them, and minds his own business, he 
is nobody ; he makes no figure in council, in 
voting, in resolutions, or speeches. If he 
■ comes forward with plans and views for the 
good of the Academy and the advancement of 
art, he is immediately set upon as a visionary. 
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a fanatic, with notions hostile to the interest 
and credit of the existing members of the so- 
ciety. If he directs the ambition of the scho- 
lars to the study of History, this strikes at once 
at the emoluments of the profession, who are 
most of them (by God’s will) portrait-painters. 
If he eulogises the Antique, and speaks highly 
of the Old Masters, he is supposed to be ac- 
tuated by envy to living painters and native 
talent. If, again, he insists on a knowledge 
of anatomy as essential to correct drawing, this 
would seem to imply a want of it in our most 
eminent designers. Every plan, suggestion, 
argument, that has the general purposes and 
principles of art for its object, is thwarted, 
scouted, ridiculed, slandered, as bearing a ma- 
lignant aspect towards the profits and preten- 
sions of the great mass of flourishing and re- 
spectable artists iu the country. This leads to 
irritation and ill-will on all sides. The ob- 
stinacy of the constituted authorities keeps 
pace with the violence and extravagance op- 
posed to it ; and they lay all the blame on the- 
folly and mistakes they have themselves oc- 
casioned or increased. It is considered as a 
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personal guarrel, not a public question ; by 
which means the dignity of the body is im- 
plicated in resenting the slips and inadver- 
tencies of its members, not in promoting their 
common and declared objects. In this sort of 

wretched tracasserie the Barrys and H s 

stand no chance with the Catons, the Tubbs, 

and the F s. Sir Joshua even was obliged 

to hold himself aloof from them, and Fuseli 
passes as a kind of nondescript, or one of his 
own grotesques. The air of an Academy, in 
short, is not the air of genius and immortality; 
it is too close and heated, and impregnated 
with the notions of the common sort. A man 
steeped in a corrupt atmosphere of this de- 
scription is no longer open to the genial im- 
pulses of nature and truth, nor sees visions of 
ideal beauty, nor dreams of antique grace and 
grandeur, nor has the finest works of art con- 
tinually hovering and floating through his up- 
lifted fancy ; but the images that haunt it are 
rules of the academy, charters, inaugural 
speeches, resolutions passed or rescinded, 
cards of invitation to a council-meeting, or the 
annual dinner, prize-medals, and the king’s 
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diploma, constituting him a gentleman . and 
esquire. He “wipes out all trivial, fond re- 
cords all romantic aspirations ; ‘ ‘ the Raphael 
grace, the Guido air;” and the commands of 
the Academy alone “ must live within the book 
and volume of his brain, unmixed with baser 
matter.” It may be doubted whether any 
work of lasting reputation and universal inter- 
est can spring up in this soil, or ever has done 
in that of any Academy. The last question is 
a matter of fact and history, not of mere opi- 
nion or prejudice; and may be ascertained as 
such accordingly. The mighty names of former 
times rose before the existence of Academies; 
and the three greatest painters, undoubtedly, 
that this country has produced, Reynolds, 
Wilson, and Hogarth, were not “tlandled and 
swaddled” into artists in any institution for 
the Fine Arts. 1 do not apprehend that the 
names of Chantry or Wilkie (great as one, 
and eonsiuerable as the other of them is) can 
he made use of in any way to impugn lh(; jet 
of this argument. We may find a considerahic 
improvement in some of our artists, when 
they "et out of the vortex for a time. Sir 
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Thomas Lawrence is all the better for hav- 
ing been abstracted for a year or two from 

Somerset-House 5 and Mr. D , they say, has 

• been doing wonders in the North. When will 
lie return, and once more “bid Britannia rival 
Greece ?” — 

Mr. Canning somewhere lays it down as a 
rule, that corporate bodies are necessarily cor- 
rect and pure in their conduct, from the know- 
ledge which the individuals composing them 
have of one another, and the jealous vigilance 
they exercise over each other’s motives and 
characters ; whereas people collected into 
mobs arc disorderly and unprincipled from 
being utterly unknown and unaccountable to 
each other. This is a curious pass of wit. 

I difl’er with him in both parts of the dilemma. 
I’o begin with the first, and to handle it 
somewhat cavalierly, according to the model 
before us ; we know, for instance, there is said 
to bo honour among thieves, but veiy little 
hoiK'sty towards others. Their honour con- 
sists in the division of the booty, not in the 
mode of acquiring it ; they do not (often) 
betray onc*another, hut they will waylay a 
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Stranger, or knock out a traveller’s brains ; 
they may be depended on in giving the alarm 
when any of their posts are in danger of being 
surprised ; and they will stand together for 
their ill-gotten gains to the last drop of their 
blood. Yet they form a distinct society, and 
are strictly responsible for their behaviour to 
one another and to their leader. They are 
not a mob, but a gang, completely in one 
another’s power and secrets. Their familiarity, 
however, with the proceedings of the corps 
does not lead them to expect or to exact from 
it a very high standard of moral honesty ; that 
is out of the question ; but they arc sure to 
gain the good opinion of their fellows by com- 
mitting all sorts of depredations, fraud, and 
violence against the community at large. So 

(not to speak it profanely) some of Mr. C s 

friends may be very respectable people in their 
way — “ail honourable men’’ — but their rc- 
spectabiliiy is confined within party-limits ; 
every one docs not sympathise in the integrity 
of their \icws ; the understanding between 
them and the public is not well-defined or re- 
ciprocal. Or, suppose a gang of pick-pockets 
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hustle a passenger in the street, and the mob 
set upon them, and proceed to execute sum- 
mary justice upon such as they can lay hands 
on, am I to conclude that the rogues are in 
the right, because theirs is a system of well- 
organised knavery, which they settled in the 
morning, with their eyes one upon the other, 
and which they regularly canvass at night, with 
a due estimate of each other’s motives, cha- 
racter, and conduct in the business 5 and that 
the honest men arc in the wrong, because they 
are a casual collection of unprejudiced, disin- 
terested individuals, taken at a venture from 
the mass of the people, acting without concert 
or responsibility, on the spur of the occasion, 
and giving way to their instantaneous impulses 
and honest anger? Mobs in fact, then, are 
almost always right in their feelings, and often 
in their judgments, on this very account — that 
being utterly unknown to and disconnected 
with each other, they have no point of union 
or principle of co-operation between them, 
but the natural sense of justice recognised by 
all persons in common. They appeal, at 
the first meeting, not to certain symbols and 
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watch-words privately agreed upon. likeFree- 
Masons, but to the maxims and instincts proper 
to them as men. They have no other clue 
to guide them to their object but either the 
dictates of the heart, or the universally un- 
derstood sentiments of society, neither of 
which are likely to be in the wrong. The 
flame, which bursts out and blazes from po- 
pular sympathy, is made of honest, but homely 
materials. It is not kindled by sparks of wit 
or sophistry, nor damped by the cold calcu- 
lations of self-interest. The multitude may 
be wantonly set on by others, as is too often 
the case, or be carried too far in the impulse of 
rage and disappointment; but their resent- 
ment, when they are left to themselves, is 
almost uniformly, in the first instance, excit- 
ed by some evident abuse and wrong; and the 
excesses into which they run arise from that 
very wane of foresight and regular system, 
which is a pledge of the uprightness and 
heartiness of their intentions. In short, the only 
class of persons to whom the above courtly 
charge of sinister and corrupt motives is nol 
applicable, is that body of individuals whicli 
usually goes by the name of the People! 
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ON THE KNOWLEDGE OF CHARACTER. 


It is aslonisliing, with all our opporUinititis 
and practice, how little we know of this sub- 
ject. For myself, 1 feel that the more I learn, 
the less I understand it. 

1 remember, several years ago, a conversa- 
tion in the Diligence coming from Paris, in 
which, on its being mentioned that a man 
had married his wife after thirteen years’ 
courtship, a fcllovv-counlryman of mine ob- 
served, that “then, at least, he would be 
acquainted with her character;” when a 

Monsieur P , inventor and proprietor of 

ihc Invisible Girl, made answ'er, “No, not 
at all ; for that the very next day she might 
turn out the very reverse of the character that 
she had appeared in during all tlie preceding 
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time.’ ’ ‘ 1 could not help admirin" the su- 

perior sagacity of the French juggler, and it 
struck me then that we could never be sure 
when we had got at the bottom of this riddle. 

There are various w'ays of getting at a 
knowledge of character — by looks, words, 
actions. The first of these, which seems the 
most superficial, is perhaps the safest, and least 
liable to deceive: nay, ’it is that w hich mankind, 
in spite of their pretending to the contrary, 
are generally governed by. Professions pass 
for nothing, and actions may be counter- 
feited : but a man cannot help his looks. 
“ Speech,” said a celebrated wit, “was given 
to man to conceal his thoughts.’ ’ Yet 1 do 
not know that the greatest hypocrites are the 
least silent. The mouth of Cromwell is purs- 
ed up in the portraits of him, as if he was 
afraid to trust himself with words. Lord 
Chesterfield advises us, if we wish to know 
the real sentiments of the person we are con- 
versing with, to look in his face, for he can 
more easily command his words than his 

‘ “ li is not M yoar or tw«» slicws us a m.tn.”— Emu i iti 

OiniLLo. 
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features.' A man's whole life may be a lie to 
'hiniself and others : and yet a picture painted 
of him by a great artist would probably stamp 
his true character on the canvas, and betray 
the secret to posterity. Men’s opinions were 
divided, in their life-time, about such pro- 
minent personages as Charles Y, and Ignatius 
Loyola, partly, no doubt, from passion and 
interest, but partly from contradictory evi- 
dence in their ostensible conduct: the spec- 
tator, who has ever seen their pictures by 
Titian, judges of them at once, and trnly. 1 
had rather leave a good portrait of myself be- 
.hind me than have a fine epitaph. The face, 
for the most part, tells what we have thought 
and felt — the rest is nothing. I have a higher 
idea of Donne from a rude, half-effaced out- 
line of him prefixed to his poems than from 
any thing he ever wrote. Caesar’s Commen- 
taries would not have redeemed him in my 
opinion, if the bust of him had resembled the 

Duke of W . My old friend, Fawcett, 

used to say, that if Sir Isaac Newton himself 
had lisped, he could not have thought any 
thing of him. So I cannot persuade myself 

VOL. 1. 10 
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that Hny one is a great man, who looks like a 
blockliead. In this 1 may be wrong. 

First impressions are often the truest, as we 
find (not unfrcquently) to our cost, when we 
have been wheedled out of them by plausible 
professions or studied actions. A man's look is 
the work of years, it is stamped on his coun- 
tenance by the events of his whole life, nay 
more, by the hand of nature, and it is not to 
be got rid of easily. There is, as it has been 
remarked repeatedly, something in a person’s 
appearance at first sight which we do not 
like, and that gives os an odd twinge, hut 
which is overlooked in a multiplicity of other 
circumstances, till the mask is taken olf, and 
we sec this lurking character verified in tlie 
plainest manner in the sequel. We are struck 
at first, and by chance, with what is peculiar 
and characteristic ■, also with permanent traits 
and general effect: these afterwards go off in 
a set of unmeaning, common-place details. 
This sort of prima facie evidence, then, shews 
what a man is, better than what he says or 
does’, for it shews us the habit of his mind, 
which is the same under ail circumstances and 
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disguises^ You will say, on the other hand, 
AaT’there is no judging by appearances, as a 
general rule. No one, for instance, would 
take such a person for a very clever man 
without knowing who he was. Then, ten to 
one, he is not : he may have got the reputa- 
tion, but it is a mistake. You say, there is 

Mr. , undoubtedly a person of great 

genius ; yet, except when excited by some- 
thing extraordinary, he seems half dead. He 
has wit at will, yet wants life and spirit. He 
is‘ eapable of the most generous acts, yet 
meanness seems to cling to every motion. 
He looks like a poor creature — and in truth 
he is one ! The first impression he gives you 
of him answers nearly to the feeling he has of 
his personal identity ; and this image of him- 
self, rising from his thoughts, and shrouding 
his faculties, is that which sits with him in 
the house, walks out with him into the street, 
and haunts his bed-side. The best part ol his 
existence is dull, cloudy, leaden : the flashes 
of light that proceed from it, or streak it 
here and there, may dazzle others, but do not 
deceive himself. Modesty is the lowest of 
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the virtues, and is a real confession of the 
deficiency it indicates. He who undervalues 
himself is justly undervalued by others. 
Whatever good properties he may possess are, 
ill fact, neutralised by a “ cold rheum” run- 
ning through his veins, and taking away the 
zest of his pretensions, the pith- and marrow 
of his performances. What is it to me that 1 
can write these Table-talks ? It is true I can, 
by a reluctant effort, rake up a parcel of half- 
forgotten observations, but they do not float 
on the surface of my mind, nor stir it with 
any sense of pleasure, nor even of pride. 
Others have more property in them than I 
have : they may reap the benefit, I have only 
had the pain. Otherwise, they are to me as if 
they had never existed : nor should 1 know 
that 1 had ever thought at all, but that 1 am 
reminded of it by the strangeness of my ap- 
pearance, and my unfitness for every thing 
else. Look in C ’s face while he is talk- 

ing. His words arc such as might “ create 
a soul under the ribs of death.” His face is 
a blank. Which are we to consider as the true 
index of his mind ? Pain, languor, shadowy 
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remembrances are the uneasy inmates there : 
"IriSTips move mechanically ! 

There are people whom we do not like, 
though we may have known them long, and 
have no fault to find with them,’ except that 
their appearance is so much against them. That 
is not all, if we could find it out. There is, 
generally, a reason for this prejudice *, for na- 
ture is true to itself. They may be very good 
sort of people, too, in their way, but still 
something is the matter. There is a coldness, 
a selfishness, a levity, an insincerity, which 
we cannot fix upon any particular phrase or 
.action, but we see it in their whole persons 
.and deportment. One reason that we do not 
see it in any other way may be, that they are 
all the lime trying to conceal this defect by 
every means in their power. There is, luc- 
kily, a sort of second-sight in morals; we 
discern the lurking indications of temper and 
habit a long while before their palpable effects 
appear. 1 once used to meet with a person at 
an ordinary, a very civil, good-looking ntan 
in other respects, but with an odd look about 
his eyes, which I could not explain, as if he 
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saw you under their fringed lids,.jind you 
could not see him again : this man was a 
common sharper. The greatest hypocrite I 
ever knew was a little, demun;, pretty, modest- ^ 
looking girl, with eyes timidly cast upon the 
ground, and an air soft as enchantment*, the 
only circumstance that could lead to a suspi- 
cion of her true cliaracter was a cold, sullen, 
watery, glazed look about the eyes, which 
she bent on vacancy, as if determined to avoid 
all explanation with yours. I might have 
spied in their glittering, motionless surface, 
the rocks and quicksands that awaited me 
below ! We do not feel quite at ease in the 
company or friendship of those who have any 
natural obliquity or imperfection of person. 
The reason is, they are not on the best terms 
with themselves, and are sometimes apt to 
play off on others the tricks that nature has 
played liiem. This, however, is a remark 
that, peiiiaps, ought not to have been made. 

1 know a person to whom it has been objec- 
ted as a disqualification for friendship, that 
he never shakes you cordially by the hand. 
I own this is a to sanguine and florid 
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temperaments, whp abound in these practical 
demonstrations and “compliments extern.” 
The same person, who testifies the least plea- 
sure at meeting you, is the last to quit his 
shat in your company, grapples with a subject 
in conversation right earnestly, and is, I take 
it, backward to give up a cause or a friend. 
Cold and distant in appearance, he piques 
himself on being the king of good haters, 
and a no less zealous partisan. The most 
phlegmatic constitutions often contain the 
most inflammable spirits — as fire is struck 
from the hardest flints. 

And this is another reason that makes it dif- 
ficult to judge of character. Extremes meet ; 
and qualities display themselves by the most 
contradictory appearances. Any inclination, 
in consequence of being generally suppress- 
ed, vents itself the more violently when an 
opportunity presents itself : the greatest gross- 
ness sometimes accompanies the greatest re- 
finement, as a natural relief, one to the other; 
and we find the most reserved and indifferent 
tempers at the beginning of an entertainment, 
or an acquaintance, turn out the most com- 
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municative and cordial at tli,e end of ii. Some 
spirits exhaust themselves at first ; others gain 
strength by progression. Some minds have a 
greater facility of throwing off impressions, 
and are, as it were, more transparent or poroua 
than others. Thus the French present a mark- 
ed contrast to the English in this respect. A 
Frenchman addresses you at once with a sort 
of lively indifference ; an Englishman is more 
on his guard, feels his way, and is either ex- 
ceedingly silent, or lets you into his whole 
confidence, which he cannot so well imparl 
loan entire stranger. Again, a Frenchman is 
naturally humane : an Englishman is, 1 should 
say, only friendly by habit, llis virtues and 
his vices cost him more than they do his more 
gay and volatile neighbours. An Englishman 
is said to speak his mind more plainly than 
others : — yes, if it will give you pain to hear 
it. He docs not care whom he offends by his 
discourse : a foreigner generally strives to 
oblige in what he says. The French arc ac- 
cused of promising more than they perform. 
That may be, and yet they may perform as 
many good-natured acts as the English, if the 
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latter are, as averse to perform as they are to 
premise. Even the professions of the French 
may he sincere at the time, or arise out of the 
impulse of the moment ; though their desire 
serve you may be neither very violent nor 
very lasting. I cannot think, notwithstanding, 
tliat the fVench are not a serious people; nay, 
that they are not a more reflecting people than 
the common run of the English. Let those 
who think them merely light and mercurial, 
explain that enigma, their everlasting prosing 
tragedy. The English are considered as com- 
paratively a slow, plodding people. If tlie 
• French are quicker, they are also more plod- 
ding. See, for example, how highly finished 
and elaborate their works of art are ! How 
.systematic and correct they aim at being in 
all their productions of a graver cast! “ If 
the French have a fault,” as Yorick said, “ it 
is that they are too grave.” With wit, sense, 
checrfiilnes.s, patience, good-nature, and re- 
iinement of manners, all they want is imagi- 
nation and sturdiness of moral principle 1 
Such are some of the contradictions in the 
character of the two nations, and so little does 
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the character of either appear to have been 
anderstood ! Nothing can be more ridiculous 
indeed, than the way in which we exaggerate 
each other’s vices and extenuate our own. 
The whole is an affair of prejudice on orfe 
side of the question, and of partiality on the 
otlier. Travellers who set out to carry back 
a true report of the case appear to lose not 
only the use of their understandings, but of 
their senses, the instant they set foot in a 
foreign land. The commonest facts and ap- 
pearances are distorted and discoloured. 
They go abroad with certain preconceived 
notions on the subject, and they make every 
thing answer, in reason’s spite, to their favou- 
rite theory. In addition to the difficulty of 
explaining customs and manners foreign to 
our own, there are all the obstacles of wilful 
prepossession thrown in the way. It is not, 
therefore, much to be wondered at that na- 
tions have arrived at so little knowledge o(“ 
one another’s characters*, and that, where the 
object has been to widen the breach between 
them, any slight differences that occur are 
easily blow n into a blaze of fury by repeated 
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niisveoresenlations, and all the exaggerations 
fliat malice or folly can invent ! 

This ignorance of character is not confined 
to foreign nations : wc are ignorant of that of 
dlir own countrymen in a class a little below 
or above ourselves. We can hardly pretend 
to pronounce magisterially on the good or bad 
qualities of strangers; and, at the same time, 
we are ignorant of those of our friends, of our 
kindred, and of our own. Wc are in all these 
cases either too near or too far off the object, 
to judge of it properly. 

Persons, for instance, in a higher or middle 
rank of life know little or nothing of the cha- 
racters of those below them, as servants, 
country-people, etc. 1 would lay it down in 
the first place as a general rule on this sub- 
ject, that all uneducated people are hypo- 
(rrites. Their sole business is to deceive. 
They imagine themselves in a state of hos- 
tility with others, and stratagems arc fair in 
war. Tlie inmates of the kitchen and the 
parlour are always (as far as respects their 
feelings and intentions towards each other) 
in Hobbes’s “state of nature.” Servants and 
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others in that line of life have nothing to 
exercise their spare talents for invention upor* 
but those about them . Their superfluous elec- 
trical particles of wit and fancy arc not car- 
ried off by those established and fashionabk'' 
conductors, novels and romances. Their fa- 
culties are not buried in books, but all alive 
and stirring, erect and bristling like a cat’s 
back. Their coarse conversation sparkles 
with “wild wit, invention ever new.” Their 
betters try ail they can to set themselves up 
above them, and they try all they can to pull 
them down to their own level. They do this 
hy getting up a little comic interlude, a daily, 
domestic, homely drama out of the odds and 
ends of the family-failings, of which there is 
in general a pretty plentiful supply, or make 
up the deficiency of materials out of their 
own heads. They turn the qualities of their 
masters and mistresses inside out, and any 
real kindness or condescension only sets them 
the more against you. They are not to be 
taken in in that way — they will not be baulked 
in the spite they have to you. They only set 
to work vsith redoubled alacrity, to lessen tht! 
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favour or to blacken your character. They 
feel themselves like a degraded caste, and 
cannot understand how the obligations can 
be all on one side, and the advantages all on 
the other. You cannot come to equal terms 
with them — they reject all such overtures as 
insidious and hollow — nor can you ever cal- 
culate upon their gratitude or good-will, any 
more than if they were so many strolling 
Gipsies or wild Indians. They have no fellow- 
feeling, they keep no faith with the more pri- 
vileged classes. They are in your power, 
and they endeavour to be even with you by 
trick and cunning, by Tying and chicanery. 
In this they have nothing to restrain them. 
Their whole life is a succession of shifts, ex- 
cuses, and expedients. The love of truth is 
a principle with those only who have made it 
their study, who have applied themselves to 
the pursuit of some art or science, where the 
intellect is severely tasked, and learns by 
habit to take a pride in, and to set a just 
value on the correctness of its conclusions. 
To have a disinterested regard for truth, the 
mind must’ have contemplated it in abstract 
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and remote questions; whereas the ignorant 
and vulgar are only conversant with thoTe' 
things in which their own interest is con- 
cerned. All their notions are local, personal, 
and consequently gross and selfish. They sajT 
whatever comes uppermost — turn whatever 
happens to their own account — and invent 
any story, or give any answer that suits their 
purpose. Instead of being bigoted to gene- 
ral principles, they trump up any lie for the 
occasion, and the more of a thumper it is, the 
better they like it; the more unlooked-for il 
is, why, so much the more of a Godsend! 
They have no conscience about the matter ; 
and if you find them out in any of their man- 
oeuvres, are not ashamed of themselves, but 
angry with you. If you remonstrate with 
them, they laugh in your face. The only 
hold you have of them is their interest — ^you 
can but dismiss them from your employment ; 
and service is no inheritance. If they affect 
any thing like decent remorse, and hope you 
will pass it over, all the while they are pro- 
bably trying to recover the wind of you. 
Persons of liberal knowledge or sentiments 
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* have no kind of chance in this sort of mixed 
intercourse with these barbarians in civilised 
life. You cannot tell, by any signs or prin- 
ciples, what is passing in their minds. There 
la, no common point of view between you. 
You have not the same topics to refer to, the 
^ same language to express yourself. Your in- 
terests, your feelings are quite distinct. You 
take certain things for granted as rules of ac- 
tion : they take nothing for granted but their 
own ends, pick up all their knowledge out 
of their own occasions, are on the watch only 
for what they can catch — are 

** Subtle as the fox for prey : 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what they eat.” 

They have indeed a regard to their cha- 
racter, as this last may ailcct their livelihood 
or advancement, none as it is connected with 
a sense of propriety and this sets their mo- 
ther-wit and native talents at work upon a 
double file of expedients, to bilk their con- 
sciences, and salve their reputation. In short, 
you never know where to have them, any 
more than. if they were a dilferent species 
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of animals ; and in trusting to them, you are 
sure to be betrayed and over-reached. YOu 
have other things to mind, they are thinking 
only of you, and how to turn you to advan- 
tage. Give arid takeis no maxim hero. Yofi 
can build nothing on your own moderation 
or on their false delicacy. After a familiar 
conversation with a waiter at a tavern, you 
overhear him calling you by some provoking 
nickname. If you make a present to the 
daughter of the house where you lodge, the 
mother is sure to recollect some addition to 
her bill. It is a running fight. In fact, there 
is a principle in human nature not willingly 
to endure the idea of a superior, a sour Jaco- 
binical disposition to wipe out the score of 
obligation, or efface the tinsel of external ad- 
vantages — and where others have the op- 
portunity of coming in contact with us, they 
generally find the means to establish a suffi- 
ciently marked degree of degrading equality. 
No man is a hero to his valet-de-chambre, is 
an old maxim. A new illustration of this 
principle occurred the other day. While 
Mrs.Siddons was giving her readings ofShake- 
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Spear to sl brilliant and admiring drawing- 
room, one of the servants in the hall below 
was saying, ‘‘ What, I find the old lady is 
making as much noise as ever!” So little 
IS* there in common between the dilFerent 
classes of society, and so impossible is it ever 
to reconcile the diversities of custom and 
knowledge which separate them. 

AVomeii, according to Mrs. Peachuni, are 
bitter bad judges’ of the characters of men*, 
and men are not much belter of theirs, if we 
can form any guess from their choice in mar- 
riage.' Love is proverbially blind. The whole 
is an affair of whim and fancy. Certain it is, 
that the greatest favourites with the other sex 
are not those who arc most liked or re- 
spected among iheir own. I never know but 
one clever man who was what is called a 
ladys mail; and he (unfortunately for the ar- 
gument) happened to be a considerable cox- 
('omh. It was by this irresistible quality, and 
not by the force of his genius, that he van- 
quished. Women seem to doubt their ow^n 
judgments in love, and to take the opinion 
which a man entertains of his own prowess 
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and accomplishments for granted. The 
wives of poets are (for the most part) mere 
pieces of furniture in the room. If you speak 
to them of their husbands' talents or reputa- 
tion in the world, it is as if you made mention 
of some office that they held. It can hardly 
be otherwise, when the instant any subject 
is started or conversation arises, in which 
men lake an interest, or try one another’s 
strength, the women leave the room, or 
attend to something else. The qualities then 
in which men are ambitious to excel, and 
which ensure the applause of the world, elo- 
({uence, genius, learning, integrity, are not 
those which gain the favour of the fair. 1 
must not deny, however, that wit and cou- 
rage have this effect. Neither is youth or 
beauty the sole passport to their affections. 

“ The way of woman’s will ib hard to know, 

Hntrler to hit.” 

Yet there is some clue to this mystery, some 
il(d.erminin^^ cause ^ for we find that the same 
men are universal favourites with women, as 
oIIhts are uniformly disliked hv them. Is 
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nol-the load-stone that attracts so powerfully, 
and in all circumstances, a strong and undis- 
guised bias towards them, a marked atten- 
tion, a conscious preference of them to every 
:)dier passing object or topic? I am not sure, 
but I incline to think so. The successful 
lover is the cavalier servente of all nations. 
The man of gallantry behaves as if he had 
made an assignation with every woman he ad- 
dresses. AlIi argument immediately draws off 
thescholar’sattentionfromtheprettiestwoman 
in the room. He accordingly succeeds better 
in argument — than in love ! — I do not think 
• that what is called Love at Jirst sight is so 
great an absurdity as it is sometimes imagined 
to be. AVe generally make up our minds 
beforehand to the sort of person we should 
like, grave or gay, black, brown, or fair; 
with golden tresses or with raven locks; — 
and when we meet with a complete example 
of the qualities we admire, the bargain is 
soon struck. We have never seen any thing 
to come up to our newly discovered Goddess 
before, but she is what we have been all our 
lives fookhig for. 'I'ho idol we fall down 
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and worship is an image familiar to .our 
minds. It has been present to our waking 
thoughts, it has haunted us in our dreams, 
like some fairy vision. Oh! thou, who, the 
first time I ever beheld thee, didst draw my 
soul into the circle of thy heavenly looks, 
and wave cncliantment round me, do not 
think thy conquest less complete because it 
was instantaneous; for in that gentle form (as 
if another Imogen had entered) 1 saw all that 
I had ever loved of female grace, modesty, 
and sweetness! 

1 cannot say much of friendship as giving 
an insight into character, because it is often 
founded on mutual infirmities and prejudices. 
Friendships are frequently taken up on some 
sudden sympathy, and we sec only as much 
as wc please of one another’s characters after- 
wards. Intimate friends are not fair wit- 
nesses to character, any more than professed 
enemies. They cool, indeed, in time — part, 
and retain only a rankling grudge at past 
errors and oversights. 'I’heir testimony in 
the latter case is not quite free from sus- 
picion. 



OF CHARACTER. 


287 

One would think that near relations, who 
live constantly together, and always have done 
so, must be pretty well acquainted with one 
another’s character. They are nearly in the 
'dark about it. Familiarity confounds all traits 
of distinction : interest and prejudice take 
away the power of Judging. We have no 
opinion on the subject, any more than of one 
another’s faces. The Penates, the household- 
Gods, are veiled. We do not see the features 
of those we love, nor do we clearly dis- 
cern their virtues or their vices. We take 
them as they arc found in the lump: — by 
weight, and not by measure. We know all 
about the individuals, their sentiments, his- 
tory, manners, words, actions, every thing : 
but we know all these too much as facts, as 
inveterate, habitual impressions, as clothed 
with too many associations, as sanctified with 
too many aifcctions, as woven too much into 
the web of our hearts, to be able to pick out 
the different threads, to cast up the items of 
the debtor and creditor account, or to refer 
them to any general standard of right and 
wrong. Our impressions with respect to them 
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are too strong, too real, too much sui generis, 
to be capable of a comparison with any thing 
but themselves. We hardly inquire whether 
those for whom we arc thus interested, and to 
whom we are thus knit, are better or tvo/se 
than others — ^the que.stion is a kind of pro- 
fanation — all we know is, they arc more to 
us than any one else can be. Our sentiments 
of tliis kind are rooted and grow in us, and 
we cannot eradicate them by voluntary means. 
Besides, our judgments are bespoke, our in- 
terests take part with our blood. If any 
doubt arises, if the veil of our implicit confi- 
dence is drawn aside by any accident for a 
moment, the .shock is too great, like that of a 
dislocated limb, and we recoil on our habitual 
impressions again. Let not that veil ever be 
rent entirely asunder, so that those images 
may be left bare of reverential awe, and lose 
their religion ; for nothing can ever support 
the dcsol.ition of the heait afterwards! 

The greatest misfortune that can happen 
among relations is a diiferent way of bringing 
up, so as to ■ et one another’s opinions and cha- 
racters in an entirely new point of view. This 
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ofteu lets in an unwelcome day-light on the 
subject, and breeds schisms, coldness, and 
incurable beart-burnings in families. I have 
sometimes thought whether the progress of 
society and inarch of knowledge does not do 
more harm in this respect, by loosening the 
ties of domestic attachment, and preventing 
those who are most interested in, and anxious 
to think well of one another, from feeling a 
cordial sympathy and approbation of each 
other’s sentiments, manners, views, etc. than 
it does good by any real advantage to the 
community at large. The son, for instance, 

• is brought up to the church, and nothing can 
exceed the pride and pleasure the father takes 
in him, while all goes on well in this favourite 
direction. His notions change, and he im- 
bibes a taste for the Fine Arts. From this 
moment there is an end of any thing like 
the same unreserved communication between 
them. The young man may talk with enthu- 
siasm of his “ Rembrandts, Correggios, and 
Stull':” it is all Hebrew to the elder ; and 
whatever satisfaction he may feel in hearing 
of his son’s” progress, or good wishes for his 
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success, he is never reconciled to the new 
pursuit, he still hankers after the first object 
that he had set his mind upon. Again, the 
grandfather is a Calvinist, who never gets the 
better of his disappointment at his son’s going 
over to the Unitarian side of the question. 
The matter rests here, till the grandson, some 
years after, in the fashion of the day and “in- 
finite agitation of men’s wit,” comes to doulit 
certain points in the creed in which he has 
been brought up, and the alfair is all abroad 
again. Here are three generations made un- 
comfortable and in a manner set at variance, 
by a veering point of theology, and the officious 
meddling of biblical critics ! Nothing, on the 
other hand, can be more wretched or common 
than that upstart pride and insolent good for- 
tune which is ashamed of its origin 5 nor are 
there many things more awkward than the si- 
tuation of rich and poor relations. Happy, 
much happier, arc those tribes and people who 
are confined to the same caste and way of life 
from sire to son, where prejudices are trans- 
mitted like instincts, and where the same un- 
varying standard of opinion and refinement 
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blend countless generations in its improgres- 
sive, everlasting mould ! 

Notonly is there a wilful andhabitaal blind- 
ness in near kindred to each other's defects, 
'but an incapacity to judge from the quantity 
of materials, from the contradictoriness of the 
evidence. The chain of particulars is too long 
and massy for us to lift it or put it into the 
most approved ethical scales. The concrete 
result does not answer to any abstract theory, 
to any logical definition. There is black and 
white and grey, square and round — there 
are too many anomalies, too many redeeming 
■points in poor human nature, such as it ac- 
tually is, for us to arrive at a smart, summary 
decision on it. We know too much to come 
to any hasty or partial conclusion. We do 
not pronounce upon the present act, because 
a hundred others rise up to contradict it. We 
suspend our judgments altogether, because in 
effect one thing unconsciously balances an> 
other*, and perhaps this obstinate, pertinacious 
indecision would be the truest philosophy in 
other cases, where we dispose of the question 
of character easily, because we have only the 
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smallest part of the evidence to decide upon. 
Real character is not one thing, but a thousand 
things ; actual qualities do not conform to any 
factitious standard in the mind, but rest upon 
their own truth and nature. The dull stupor 
under which we labour in respect of those 
whom we have the greatest opportunities of 
inspecting nearly, we should do well to imi- 
tate, before we give extreme and uncharitable 
verdicts against those whom we only see in 
passing, or at a distance. If we knew them 
better, we should be disposed to say Icssaboul 
them. 

In the truth of things, there are none utterly 
worthless, none wnlhout some drawback on 
their pretensions, or some alloy of imperfec- 
tion. It has been observed that a familiarity 
with the worst characters lessens our abhor- 
rence of them j and a wonder is often express- 
ed that the greatest criminals look like other 
men. The reason is that they am like other 
men in niiinjr respects. If a particular indi- 
vidual was merely the W'retch we read of or 
conceive in the abstract, that is, if he was the 
mere personilied idea of the criminal brought 
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10 the bar, he would not disappoint the spec- 
tator, but would look like what he would be 
— a monster ! But he has other qualities, 
ideas, feelings, nay, probably virtues, mixed 
ujfVviTli the most profligate habits or desperat*; 
acits. This need not lessen our abhorrence of 
■ the crime, though it does of the criminal ; for 
it has the latter effect only by shewing him to 
us ill diflerent points of view, in which he ap- 
pears a common mortal, and not the carica- 
ture of vice we took him for, nor spotted all 
over with infamy. 1 do not at the same time 
think this a lax or dangerous, though it is a 
charitable view of the subject. In my opinion, 
no man ever answered in his own mind (ex- 
cept in the agonies of conscience or of re- 
pentance, in which latter case he throws the 
imputation from himself in another way) to 
the abstract idea of a murderer. He may have 
killed a man in self-defence, or “in the trade 
of war,” or to save himself from starving, or 
in revenge for an injury, but always “so as 
with a difference,” or from mixed and ques- 
tionable motives. The individual, in reckon- 
ing with himself, always takes into the account 
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the considerations of time, place, and cir- 
cumstance, and never makes out a case of 
unmitigated, unprovoked villainy, of “pure 
defecated evil” against himself. There are 
degrees in real crimes : we reason and moralise 
only by names and in classes. I should be 
loth, indeed, to say, that ‘ ‘ whatever is, is 
right bnt almost every actual choice inclines 
to it, with some sort of imperfect, nnconscions 
bias. This is the reason, besides the ends of 
secresy, of the invention of slang terms for 
dilFerents acts of profligacy committed by 
thieves, pickpockets, etc. The common names 
suggest associations of disgust in the minds of 
others, which those who live by them do not 
willingly recognise, and which they wish to 
sink in a technical phraseology. So there is a 
story of a feUow who, as he was writing down 
his eonfession of a murder^ stopped to ask how. 
the word murder v/is spelt j this, if true, was 
partly because his imagination was staggered 
by the recollection of the thing, and partly 
because he shrunk from tbt' verbal admission 
of it. '•'•Amen stuck in his throat!” The 
defence made by Eugene Aram of himself 
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against a charge of murder some years before, 
shews that he in imagination completely flung 
from himself the nominal crime imputed to 
him : he might, indeed, have staggered an old 
man with a blow, and buried his body in acave, 
and lived ever since upon the money he found 
upon him, but there was “ no malice in the 
case, none at all,” as Peachum says. The 
very coolness, subtlety, and circumspection 
of his defence (as masterly a legal document 
as there is upon record) prove that he was 
giiiliy of the act, as much as they prove that 
he was unconscious of the crime ' . In the same 
spirit, and 1 conceive with great metaphysical 
truth, Mr. Coleridge, in his tragedy of Re- 
morse, makes Ordonio (his chief character) 
waive the acknowledgment of his meditated 
guilt to his own mind, by putting into bis 
.mouth that striking soliloquy : 


' 'J'he bones of tbe murdered man were dug up in an old 
liermitage. On ihis, as one instance of the acuteness which 
he displayed all ihrougli the occasion, Aram remarks, ^‘Whcrc 
would you expect to find the bones of a man sooner than in a 
hermit’s cell, except you were to look for them in a cemetery?” 
Sec NEWGATt*C.\LEiN’i)\u for the year 1758 or 9. 
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Say, I had laid a body in the sun] 

Well ! in a month there swarm forth from the corse 
A thousand, nay, ten thousand sentient beings 
In place of that one man. Say 1 had kilVd him I 
Yet who ahall tell me that each one and all 
Of these ten thousand lives is not as happy r. 

As that one life, which being push’d aside, 

Made room for these unnumberM. — A ct. ii. sc. ii. 

1 am not sure, indeed, that 1 have not got 
this whole train of speculation from him ■, but 
1 should not think the worse of it on th^t ac- 
count. That gentleman, I recollect, once asked 
me whether I thought that the different n. em- 
bers of a family really liked one another so 
wcll^ or had so much attachment as was ge- 
nerally supposed : and 1 said that I conceived 
the regard they had tow'ards each other was 
expressed by the word interest, rather than 
by any others which he said was the true 
answer. 1 do not know that 1 could mend i( 
now. Natural affection is not pleasure in one 
another’s company, nor admiration of one an- 
other’s qualities ;but it is an intimate and deep 
knowledge of the things that affect those, to 
whom we arf> bound by the nearest ties, 
with pleasure or with pain ; it is art anxious, 
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uneasy fellow-feeling with them, a jealous 
watchfulness over their good name, a tender 
and unconquerable , yearning for their good. 
The love, in short, we bear them, is the near- 
(!sT to that we bear ourselves. Home, accord- 
ing to the old saying, is home, he it never so 
homely. Wc love ourselves, not according 
to our deserts, but our cravings after good ; 
so wc love our immediate relations in the next 
degree (if not even sometimes inahigher one) 
because we know best what they have 'suf- 
fered and what sits nearest to their hearts. 
Wo arc implicated, in fact, in their welfare 
by habit and sympathy, as we are in our 
own. 

If our devotion to our own interests is much 
the same as to theirs, we are ignorant of our 
own characters for the same reason. We are 
parties too much concerned to return a fair 
verdict, and are too much in the secret of our 
own motives or situation not to be able to give 
a favourable turn to our actions. We exercise 
a liberal criticism upon ourselves, and put off 
the final decision to a late day. The field is 
large“'J[ncf open. Hamlet exclaims, with a 
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noble magnanimity, I count myself indif- 
ferent honest, and yet I could accuse me of 
such things!” If you could prove to a man 
that he is a knave, it would not make much 
difference in his opinion ; his self-love is 
stronger than his love of virtue. Hypocrisy is 
generally used as a mask to deceive the world, 
not to impose on ourselves : for once detect 
the delinquent in his knavery, and he laughs 
in your face or glories in his iniquity. This 
at least happens, except where there is a con- 
tradiction in the character, and our vices are 
involuntary and at variance with our convic- 
tions. One great dilliculty is to distinguish 
ostensible motives, or such as we acknowledge 
to ourselves, from the tacit or secret springs 
of action. A man changes his opinion readily, 
he thinks it candour : it is levity of mind. 
For the most part, we are stunned and stupid 
in judging of ourselves. We are callous by 
custom to our defects or excellences, unless 
where vanity steps in to exaggerate or exte- 
nuate them. I cannot conceive how it is that 
people are in love with their own persons or 
astonished at their own performance*, ^-wliich 
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are but a nine days’ wonder to every one else. 
In general it may be laid down that we are 
liable to this twofold mistake in judging of our 
own talents : we, in the first place, nurse the 
ridcety bantling, we think much of that which 
has cost us much pains and labour, and which 
goes against the grain;and we also set little store 
by what we do with most ease to ourselves, 
and therefore best. The works of the great- 
est genius arc produced almost unconsciously, 
with an ignorance on the part of the persons 
themselves that they have done any thing ex- 
traordinary. Nature has done it for them. 
How little Shakespeare seems to have thought 
of himself or of his fame ! Yet, if “ to know 
another well, were to know one’s self,” he 
must have been acquainted with his own pre- 
tensions and character, “who knew all qua- 
lities with a learned spirit.” His eye seems 
never to have been bent upon himself, but 
outwards upon nature. A man, who thinks 
highly of himself, may almost set it down that 
it is without reason. Milton, notwithstanding, 
appears to have had a high opinion of himself, 
antr itr iiave made it good. He was cons- 
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cious of his powers, and great by design. 
Perhaps his tenaciousness, on the score of his 
own merit, might arise from an early habit of 
polemical writing, in which his pretensions 
were continually called to the bar of prejudfee 
and party- spirit, and he had to plead not 
guilty to the indictment. Some men have 
died unconscious of immortality; as others 
have almost exhausted the sense of it in their 
life-time. Correggio might be mentioned as 
an instance of the one, Voltaire of the other. 

There is nothing that helps a man in his 
conduct through life more than a knowledge 
of his own characteristic weaknesses (which, 
guarded against, become his strength), as 
there is nothing that lends more to the suc- 
cess of a man’s talents than his knowing the 
limits of his faculties, which arc thus concen- 
trated on some practicable object. One man 
can do but one thing. Universal pretensions 
end in nothing. Or, as Butler has it, too much 
wit requires 

As much again to govern it.’^ 

There are those who have gone (fdr vratif of 
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this, self-knowledge) strangely out of their 
way, and others who have never found it. We 
find many who succeed in certain depart- 
ments, and are yet melancholy and dissatisfi- 
ed", because they failed in the one to which 
they first devoted themselves, like discarded 
lovers who pine after their scornful mistress. 
1 will conclude with observing, that authors 
in general over-rate the extent and value of 
posthumous fame : for what (as it has been 
asked) is the amount even of Shakespear’s 
fame? That in that very country which boasts 
his genius and his birth, perhaps scarce one 
person in ten has ever heard of his name, or 
read a syllable of his writings! 
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ESSAY XII. 


ON THE FEAR OF DEATH. 


“ And our lilllc life is rounded with a sleep.” 

Perhaps the best cure for the fear of death 
IS to reflect that life has a beginning as well 
as an end. There was a time when we were 
not : this gives us no concern — why then 
should it trouble us that a time will come 
when we shall cease to be 1 have no wish 
to have been alive a hundred years ago, or 
in the reign of Queen Anne : why should 1 
regret and lay it so much to heart that 1 shall 
not be alive a hundred years hence, in the 
reign of I cannot tell whom ? 

When Bickerstaff wrote his Essays, 1 knew 
nothing of the subjects of them : nay, much 
later, and but the other day, as it were, in 
the beginning of the reign of George III, 
vox,. II. 


I 
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when Goldsmith, Johnson, Burke used to 
meet at the Globe, when Garrick was in his 
glory, and Reynolds was over head and cars 
with his portraits, and Sterne brought out the 
volumes of Tristram Shandy y(!ar by year, it 
was without consulting me : 1 had not the 
slightest intimation of what was going on: 
the debates in the House of Commons on the 
American war, or the firing at Bunker’s Hill, 
disturbed not me : yet 1 thought this no evil 
— 1 neither ate, drank, nor was merry, yet 1 
did not complain : 1 bad not then looked out 
into this breathing w orld, yet I was well ; and 
the world did quite as well without me as 1 
did without it ! "Why then sliould I make all 
this outcry about parting w'ith it, and being 
no worse off than 1 was before S’ There is 
notliing in the recollection that at a certain 
time we were not come into the world, that 
the g'-rge rises at ’ — why should wo revolt 
at the id<:a that we must one day go out of 
it To liie is only to be as we w^ere before 
we were born; yet no one feels any remorse 
or r(‘gret or repugnance in contemplating 
this last idea. U is rather a relief and dis- 
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burthening of the mind : it seems to have 
been holiday-time with ns then : we were not 
called to appear upon the stage of life, to wear 
robes or tatters, to laugh or cry, he hooted 
or’ applauded ; we had lain perdu all this 
while, snug, out of harm’s way ^ and had slept 
out our thousands of centuries without want- 
ing to be waked up ; at peace and free from 
care, in a long nonage, in a sleep deeper anil 
calmer than that of infaney, wrapped in the 
softest and finest dust. And the worst that 
we dread is, after a short, fretful, feverish 
being, after vain hopes and idle fears, to sink 
lo final repose again, and forgot the troubled 

dream of life! Ye armed men, knights- 

lemplars, that sleep in the stone aisles of that 
iHd Temple Church, where all is silent above, 
and where a deeper silence reigns below (not 
broken by the pealing organ), are ye not con- 
tented where ye lie? Or would you come 
out of your long homes to go to the Holy 
War ? Or do ye complain that pain no longer 
vi.sils you, that sickness has done its worst, 
that you ha\ o paid the last debt to nature, that 
ypti hear no more of the thickening phalanx 
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of the foe, or your lady’s waning love; and 
tliat while this ball of earth rolls its eternal 
round, no sound shall ever ^erce throngh to 
disturb your lasting repose, fixed as the marble 
over your tombs, breathless as the grave that 
holds you ! And thou, oh ! thou, to whom 
my heart turns, and will turn while it has 
feeling left, who didst love in vain, and whose 
first was thy last sigh, wilt not thoii too rest 
in peace (or wilt thou cry to me complaining 
from thy clay-cold bed ) when tliat sad heart 
is no longer sad, and that sorrow is dead, 
which thou wert only called into the world 
to feel ! 

It is certain that there is nothing in the 
idea of a pre-existent state, that excites our 
longing like the prospect of a posthumous 
existence. We are satisfied to have begun life 
when we did; vre have no ambition to have 
set out on our journey sooner ; and feel that 
we have iiad quite enough to do to battle our 
way through since. We cannot say, 

“ The wars wc well remember of Kinp Nine, 

()i ohl .t&saracus and liiachus divine 

neither hax e we any wish : we are contented 
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10 read oF them in story, and to stand and gaze 
at the vast sea of time that separates us from 
them. It was early days then : the world was 
not well-aired enough for us : we have no 
iirdination to have been up and stirring. We 
do not consider the six thousand years of the 
world before we were born as so much time 
lost 1 o us : wc are perfectly indifferent about 
the matter. We do not grieve and lament 
that we did not happen to be in time to see 
the grand mask and pageant of human life 
going on in all that period^ though w^e ar(‘ 
mortified at b(?ing obliged to quit our station 
before the rest of the procession passes. 

It may be suggested in explanation of this 
difference, that we know from various records 
^aiul traditions what happened in the time of 
Queen Anne, or even in the reigns of the As- 
syrian monarchs : but that wc have no means 
of ascertaining what is to happen hereafter ex- 
cept by awaiting the event, and that our eager- 
ness and curiosity are sharpened in proportion 
as we are in the dark about it. This is not 
at all the case \ for at that rate we should be 
constantly wishing to make a voyage of dis- 



f) ON THE FEAR OF DEATH. 

covery to Greenland or to the Moon, neither 
of which we liave, in general, the least desire 
to do. JN either, in truth, have we any parti- 
cular solicitude to pry into the secrets ol 
futurity, hut as a pretext for prolonging our 
own existence. It is not so much that we 
care to be alive a hundred or a thousand 
years hence, any more than to have been 
alive a hundred or a thousand years ago : but 
the thing lies here, that we would all of us 
wish the present moment to last forever. We 
would be as we are, and would have the world 
remain just as it is, to please our fancy. 

'Fhc pirsent eye catclics llic present objeci”— 

to have and to hold while it may 5 and we ab- 
hor, on any terms, to have it torn from us, 
and nothing left in its room. It is the pang 
of parting, the unloosing our grasp, the break- 
ing asunder some strong lie, the leaving some 
cherisheii purpose unfulfilled, that creates the 
repugnauee to go, and “ makes calamity of 
so long life,” as it often is. 

“Oil! lliou strong liearl! 

Tlicrc’s such a t:ovcnanl *i wixl the world and llicc. 

Ye’re loth to lire.'ik 1” 
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^he love* of life, then, is an habitual attach- 
ment, not an abstract principle. Simply to 
he does not ‘‘ content man s natural desire 
we Jong to be in a certain time, place, and 
circumstance. We would much rather be 
now, on this bank and shoal of time,” than 
have our choice of any future period, than 
take a slice of fifty or sixty years out of the 
Millennium, for instance. This shews that 
our attachment is not confined cither to bei/ig 
or to well-being ; but that we have an inve- 
terate prejudice in favour of our immediate 
existence, such as it is. The mountaineer 
will not leave his rock, nor the savage lus 
luit^ neither are we willing to give up our 
present mode of life, with all its advantages 
and disadvantages, for any other that could 
be substituted for it. INo man would, I 
think, exchange his existence with any other 
man^ however fortunate. AVe had as Wdinoi 
be^ as ?iot be ourselves. There arc some 
persons of that reach of soul that they would 
like to live two hundred and fifty years 
hence, to see to what height of empire Ame- 
rica will have growm up in that period, or 
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whether the English Gonslilution will last so 
Jong. These are points beyond me. But 1 
confess 1 should like to live to see the down- 
fall of Legitimacy. That is a vital question 
with me; and I shall like it the better, ine 
sooner it happens ! 

No young man ever thinks he shall die. 
tie may believe lliat others will, or assent to 
the doctrine that “all men are mortal” as an 
abstract proposition, but he is far enough 
from bringing it home to himself individual- 
ly.* Youth, buoyant activity, and animal 
spirits hold alwolute antipathy with old age 
as w'cll as with death ; nor have we, in the hey- 
day of life, any more than in the thoughl- 
Icssncss of childhood, the remotest concep- 
tion how 

^ "Tliib .scn.sililc waiiii iiiolioii ran liccoiiir 
A kiicndod rlod” — 

nor how sanguine, florid health and vigour 
shall “turn to withered, weak, andgrey.” Or 
if in a moment of idle speculation we indulge 


' All TTUMi lli’tijk all nirii inotlal l»ul iln‘iiisflM;s.” 

YuLNt. 
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In this notion of the close of life as a theory, 
it is amazing at what a distance it seems ; 
what a Jong, leisurely perspective there is 
Lietween; what a contrast its slow and solemn 
ajlproach affords to our present gay fleeting 
existence! W(i ey(j the farthest verge of the 
liori/on, and think what a way we shall have 
lo look back upon, ere we arrive at our jour- 
ney’s end ; and without our in the least sus- 
pecting it, the mists are at our feet, and the 
shadows of ago encompass us. The two divi- 
sions of our lives have melted into eacli 
other : the extreme points close and meet 
with none of that romantic interval stretching 
out between them, that we had reckoned 
upon; and for the rich, melancholy, solemn 
■|ui(>s of age, “ the soar, the yellow leaf,” the 
deepening shadows of an autumnal evening, 
we only feel a dank, cold mist encircling all 
objects, after the spirit of youth is fled. There 
is no inducement to look forward 5 and what 
is worse, little interest in looking back to 
what has become so trite and common. The 
pleasures of our existence have w'orn them- 
selves out, are “ gone into the wastes of 
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time,” or have turned their indiflerent sid(‘ 
to us : the pains by their repeated bJows have 
worn us out, and have left us neither spiril 
nor inelinalion to encounter them again in 
retrospect. We do not want to rip up old 
grievances, nor to renew our youth like the 
phoenix, nor to live our lives twice over. 
Once is enough. As the tree falls, so let it lie. 
We shut up the book and close the account 
once for all ! 

It has been thought by some tlial life is like* 
the exploring of a passage that grow’^s nar- 
rower and darker the farther we advance, 
without a possibility of ever turning back, 
and wdicre we arc stifled for want of breatli 
at last. For myself, I do not complain of tlu^ 
greater thickness of the atmosphere as 1 
approach the narrow house, I felt it more' 
formerly,' when the idea alone seemed to 
suppress a thousand rising hopes, and w eigh- 
ed upon the pulses of the blood. At pre- 
sent I rather feel a thinness and want ol“ 

' J rciijcint once in pailicular, having tliis feeling in 
leading Schiller's Don Carlos, where there is a desi ription of 
death, in a degree that almost I'boaked me. 
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support, 1 Stretch out my hand to some object 
and find none, I am loo much in a world of 
abstraction ; the naked map of life is spread 
out before me, and in the emptiness and 
desolation 1 see Death coming to meet me. 
In my youth I could not behold him for the 
crowd of objects and feelings, and Hope stood 
between us, saying — “ Never mind that old 
1‘ellow!” If I had lived indeed, I should not 
so much care to die. But 1 do not like a 
contract of pleasure broken off unfulfilled, 
a marriage with joy unconsummated, a pro- 
mise of happiness rescinded. My public and 
private hopes have been left a ruin, or remain 
only to mock me. 1 would wish them to b(; 
reedified. 1 should like to sec some prospect 
of good to mankind, such as my life began 
with. 1 should like to leave some sterling 
work behind mo. I should like to have some 
friendly hand to consign me to the grave. 
On tliese conditions 1 am ready, if not willing, 
.o depart. 1 could then write on my tomb — 
Grateful and Contented! But 1 have thought 
jiid suffered loo much to be willing to have 
bought and suflercd in vain! — In looking 
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back, it sometimes appears to me as if I .haJ 
in a manner slept out my life in a dream or 
trance on the side of the hill of knowledge, 
where 1 have fed on books, on thoughts, on 
pictures, and only heard in half-murmurs fhe 
trampling of busy feet, or the noises of tlic 
throng below. Waked out of this dim, twi- 
light existence, and startled with the passing 
scene, 1 have felt a wish to descend to the 
world of realities, and join in the chase. But 
I fear too late, and that I had better return 
to my bookish chimeras and indolence once 
more ! ZiUiietto, lascia le donne, e stndia 
la matamatica. 

It is not wonderful that the contemplation 
and fear of death become more familiar to us 
as we approach nearer to it : that life seems 
to ebb with the decay of blood and youthCiil 
spirits ; and that as we find every thing about 
us subject to chance and change, as our 
strength and beauty die, as oiir hopes and 
passions, our friends and our affections lon\e 
us, we begin by degrees to feel ourselvt s 
mortal ! 

I haA(' never seen death but once, and that 



ON THE FEAR OF DEATH. 1 3 

was ill an infant. It is years ago. The look 
was calm and placid, and the face was fair and 
firm. It was as if a waxen image had been laid 
out in the coffin, and strewed with innocent 
flowers. It was not like death, but more like 
an image of life ! No breath moved the lips, 
no pulse stirred, no sight or sound would 
enter those eyes or ears more. While I 
looked at it, 1 saw that no pain was there; it 
seemed to smile at the short pang of life which 
was over : but 1 could not bear the coffin-lid 
to' be closed — it almost stifled me and still as 
the nellies wave in a corner of ihe church- 
yard over his little grave, the welcome breeze 
helps to refresh me and case the lightness at 
my breast ! 

An ivory or marble image, like Chantry’s 
monument of the two children, is contem- 
plated with pure delight. Why do we not 
grieve and fret that the marble is not alive, 
or fancy that it has a shortness of breath ? It 
never was alive; and it is the diffieulty of 
making the transition from life to death, the 
struggle between the two in our imagination, 
that confounds their properties painfully to- 
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gether, and makes us conceive that the infant 
lhat is but just dead, stiJl wants to breathe, to 
enjoy, and look about it, and is prevented by 
ihe icy hand of death, looking up its faculties 
and benumbing its senses*, so that, if it could, 
it would complain of its own hard fate. 
Perhaps religious considerations reconcile the 
mind to this change sooner than any others, 
by representing the spirit as fled to another 
sphere, and leaving the body behind it. But 
in reflecting on death generally, we mix up 
the idea of life with it, and thus make it the 
ghastly monster it is. We think how we 
should feel, not how the dead feel. 

“ Still from the tomb the voice of nature cric.s- 

E%cn in our nshe& li%c tlicii wonted fires!” 


There is an admirable passage on this subjecl 
in Tucker’s Light of Nature Pursued, which 
I shall transcribe, as by much the best illus- 
tration 1 can offer of it. 

“ The melancholy appearance of a lifeless 
body, the mansion provided for it to inhabit, 
dark, cold, close and solitary, are shocking to 
the im.'iginalion ; but it is to the imagination 
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only, not to the understanding*, for whoever 
consults this faculty will sec at first glance, 
that there is nothing dismal in all these cir- 
cumstances : if the corpse were kept wrapped 
up* in a warm bed, with a roasting fire in the 
chamber, it would feel no comfortable warmth 
therefrom 5 were store of tapers lighted up as 
NOon as day shuts in, it would sec no objects 
to divert it ^ were it left at large, it would have 
no liberty, nor if vsurroiinded with company, 
w ould be cheered thereby ; neither are the 
distorted features expressions of pain, unea- 
siness, or distress. This every one knows, 
and will readily allow upon being suggested, 
yet still cannot behold, nor even cast a 
thought upon lliosc objects without shudder- 
ing^ for knowing that a living person must 
suffer grievously under such appearances, 
they become habitually formidable to the 
mind, and strike a mechanical horror, wdiich 
is increased by the customs of the world 
around us.” 

There is usually one pang added volunta- 
rily anil unnecessarily to the fear of death, by 
our affecting to compassionate the loss wliich 
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Others will have in us. If that were all,, we 
might reasonably set our minds at rest. The 
pathetic exhortation on country tomb-stones, 
“ Grieve not for me, my wife and children 
dear,” e<c. is for the most part speetlily fol- 
lowed to the letter. We do not leave so 
great a void in society as we are inclined to 
imagine, partly to magnify our own impor- 
tance, and partly to console ourselves by 
sympathy. Even in the same family the gap 
is not so great ; the wound closes up sooner 
than we should expect. Nay, our room is 
not unfrequently thought better than our 
company. People walk along the streets the 
day after our deaths just as they did before, 
and the crowd is not diminished. While we 
were living, the world seemed in a manner 
to exist only for us, for our delight and amuse- 
ment, because it contributed to them. Put 
our hearts cease to beat, and it goes on as 
usual, and thinks no more about us than it did 
in our life-time. The million are devoid of 
sentiment, and care as little for you or me as 
if we belonged to the moon. We live the 
week over in the Sunday’s newspaper, or are 
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(lecjently interred in some obituary at the 
month’s end ! It is not surprising that we 
are forgotten so soon after we quit this mor- 
tal stage ; we are scarcely noticed, while we 
iir6 on it. It is not merely that our names ar<! 
not known in China — ^they have hardly been 
heard of in the next street. We are hand and 
glove with the universe, and think the obli- 
gation is mutual. This is an evident fallacy. 
If this, however, does not trouble us now, it 
will not hereafter. A handful of dust can 
have no quarrel to pick with its neighbours, 
or complaint to make against Providence, 
and might well exclaim, if it had but an un- 
derstanding and a tongue, “ Go thy ways, 
old world, swing round in blue ether, voluble 
to every age, you and I shall no more jostle ! ” 
It is amazing how soon the rich and titled, 
and even some of those who have wielded 
great political powder, are forgotten : 

“ A little rule, a little sway, 

Is all the great and mighty Jiave 
Ih'lwixt the cradle and the grave” — 

and. after its short date, they hardly leave a 
name behind them. “ A great man’s me- 
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mory may, at the common rate, survive him 
half a year.” His heirs and successors take 
his titles, his power, and his wealth — all that 
made him considerable or courted by others; 
and he has left nothing else behind him either 
to flatter or benefit the world. Posterity are 
not by any means so disinterested as they are 
supposed to be. They give tlicir gratitude 
and admiration only in return for benefits 
conferred. They cherish the memory of 
those to whom they are indebted for in- 
struction and delight; and they cherish it 
just in proportion to the instruction and 
delight they are conscious of receiving. 
The sentiment of admiration springs imme- 
diately from this ground; and cannot be 
otherwise than well-founded. ‘ 

' It has been usual to raise a very unjust clanioiir against 
the enormous salaries of public singers, actors, and so on. 
This matter seems reducible to a moral equation. They arc 
paid out of money laised by voluntary contributions in the 
stiictest sen^e^ and if they did not bring certain sums into 
the treasury, the Managers would not engage them. Those 
sums are cxa^'ily iii proportion to the number of individuals 
to whom their performance gives an extraordinary degree of 
pleasure. The talents of a singer, actor, etc. arc tliercforc 
worth just as much as they will fetch. 
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T.he elfeminale clinging to life as such, as 
a general or abstract idea, is the effect of a 
highly civilised and artificial stale of society. 
Men formerly plunged into all the vicissitudes 
anil dangers of war, or staked their all upon 
a single die, or some one passion, which if 
they could not have gratified, life became a 
burthen to them — now our strongest passion 
is to think, our chief amusement is to read 
new plays, new poems, new novels, and this 
we may do at our leisure, in perfect security, 
ad injiniium. If we look into the old histo- 
ries and romances, before the belles-lettres 
neutralised human affairs and reduced passion 
to a state of mental equivocation, we find the 
heroes and heroines not setting their lives 
“ at a pin’s fee,” but rather courting oppor- 
tunities of throwing them away in very wan- 
tonness of spirit. They raise their fondness 
for some favourite pursuit to its height, to a 
pitch of madness, and think no price too dear 
to pay for its full gratification. Every thing 
else is dross. They go to death as to a bridal 
bed, and sacrifice themselves or others with- 
out remorse at the shrine of love, of honour. 
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of religion, or any other prevailing feeling. 
Komeo runs his “ sea-sick, weary bark upon 
the rocks” of death, the instant he finds himself 
deprived of his Juliet^ and she clasps his neck 
in their last agonies, and follows him to tiie 
same fatal shore. One strong idea takes 
possession of the mind and overrules every 
other; and even life itself, joyless without 
that, becomes an object of indifierence or 
loathing. There is at least more of imagina- 
tion in sucli a state of things, more vigour of 
feeling and promptitude to act than in our 
lingering, languid, protracted attachment to 
life for its own poor sake. It is perhaps 
also better, as well as more heroical, to strike 
at some daring or darling object, and if we 
fail in that, to take the consequences man- 
fully, than to renew the lease of a tedious, 
spiritless, charmless existence, merely (as 
Pierre says) “ to lose it afterwards in some 
vile bra'Al” for some worthless object. Was 
there not a spirit of martyrdom as well as a 
mixture of the recklc.ss energy of barbarism in 
this bold defiance of death ? Had not religion 
something lo do with it: the implicit belief in 
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another slate of being, which rendered Ihis of 
less value, and embodied something beyond 
it to the imagination; so that the rough soldier, 
the infatuated lover, the valorous knight, etc. 
coUld afford to throw away the present ven- 
ture, and take a leap into the arms of futu- 
rity, which the modern sceptic shrinks back 
from, with all his boasted reason and vain 
philosophy, weaker than a woman ! I can- 
not help thinking so myself; but I have en- 
deavoured to explain this point before, and 
will not enlarge farther on it here. 

A life of action and danger moderates the 
ilread of death. It not only gives us fortitude 
to bear pain, but leaches us at every step the 
precarious tenure on which we hold our 
present being. Sedentary and studious men 
are the most apprehensive on this score. 
Dr. Johnson was an instance in point. A few 
years seemed to him soon over, compared 
with those sweeping contemplations on lime 
and infinity with which he had been used to 
pose himself. In the still-life of a man of 
letters, there was no obvious reason for a 
^ange. He might sit in an arm-chair and 
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pour out cups of tea to all eternity. Would 
it had been possible for him to do so ! The 
most rational cure after all for the inordinate; 
fear of death is to set a just value on life. If 
we merely wisli to continue on the scene to 
indulge our iicadslrong humours and tor- 
menting passions, we had better begone at 
once : and if we only cherish a fondness for 
existence according to the benefits we reap 
from it, the pang we feel at parting with it 
will not be very severe ! 



ESSAY XIII. 


ON APPUCATION TO STUDY. 


JNo one is idle, who can do any thing. Il 
is conscious inability, or the sense of repeat- 
ed failure, that prevents us from undertak- 
ing, or deters us from the prosecution of any 
work. 

Wilson the painter might be mentioned as 
an exception to this I'ule 5 for he was said to 
he an indolent man. After bestowing a few 
touches on a picture, he grew tired, and said 
to any friend who called in, “ Now, let us go 
somewhere!” But the fact is, that Wilson 
could not finish his pictures minutely ; and 
that those few masterly touches, carelessly 
thrown in of a morning, were all that he could 
dp. The rest would have been labour lost. 
Nlorland has been referred to as another man 
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of genius, who could only be brought to work 
by fils and snatelies. But his landscapes and 
figures (whatever degree of merit they might 
possess) were mere liasly sketches ; and_ ho 
could produce all that he was capable of, in 
the first half-hour, as well as in twenty years. 
Why bestow additional pains without addi- 
tional eHecl ? What he did was from the im- 
pulse of the moment, from thclively impression 
of some coarse, but striking object ; and with 
that impulse his efforts ceased, as they justly 
ought. There is no use in labouring, invitd 
Minerva — nor any difficulty in it, when the 
Muse is not averse'. 

TIic labour w<* in [>liyt»i(*s pain.” 

Ueiiuer finished his unmeaning portraits Avilh 
a microscope, and without being over wx*ary 
of his fruitless task; for the essence of his 
genius was industry. Sir Joshua Picyiiolds, 
courted ])y the Graces and by Fortune, was 
hardly ever out of his painting-room ; and la- 
mented a few days, at any time spent at a 
friend s Innise or at a nobleman’s seat in tin* 
country, as so muob lime losl. Tliat darkl;; - 
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iHuminated room “to him a kingdom was 
' his pencil was the sceptre that he wielded, 
and the throne on which his sitters were 
placed, a throne for Fame. Here he felt in- 
deed at home ; here the current of his ideas 
flowed full and strong-, here he felt most self- 
possession, most command over others; and 
the sense of powder urged him on to his de- 
lightful task with a sort of vernal cheerfulness 
and vigour, even in the decline of life. The 
feeling of weakness and incapacity would have 
made his hand soon falter, would have rebiit- 
red him from his object ; or had the canvas 
.mocked, and been insensible to his toil, in- 
stead of gradually turning to 


“ A Jncifl mirror, in wliicli nature saw 
All lier reflortcd fearuies,” 

he would, like so many others, have thrown 
down his pencil in despair, or proceeded re- 
luctantly, without spirit and without success. 
Claude Lorraine, in like manner, spent whole 
mornings on tin? banks of the Tiber or in his 
study, eliciting beauty after ])eauty, adding 
u'^'ich to touch, getting nearer and nearer to 
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perfection, luxuriating in endless felicity — not 
merely giving the salient points, but filling up 
the whole intermediate space with continuous 
grace and beauty ! What farther motive was 
necessary to induce him to persevere, but the 
bounty of his fate ? What greater pleasure 
could he seek for, than that of seeing the per- 
fect image of his mind reflected in the work 
of his hand? But as is the pleasure and the 
confidence produced by consummate skill, so 
is the pain and the disheartening effect of total 
failure. When for the fair face of nature we 
only see an unsightly blot issuing from our 
best endeavours, then the nerves slacken, the 
tears fill the eyes, and the painter turns away 
from his art, as the lover from a mistress that 
scorns him. Alas! how many such have, as 
the poet says. 

Begun in glailncss \ 

Whereof has come in the end despondency and madness'* — 

not for want of will to proceed, (oh, no!) but 
for lack of power ! 

Hence it is that those often do best (up to 
a certain point of common-place success) o 
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have least knowledge and least ambition to 
excel. Their taste keeps pace with their ca- 
pacity; and they are not deterred by insur- 
mountable diilicullies, of which they have no 
idiJa. 1 have known artists (for instance) of 
considerable merit, and a certain native rough 
strength and resolution of mind, who have 
been active and enterprising in their profes- 
sion, but who never seemed to think of any 
works bill lliose which they had in liand; they 
never s’poke of a jiictnre, or appeared to hav(^ 
seen one : to them Titian, ba|)hael, Rubens, 
Rembrandt, Correggio were as if they had 
never been : no tones, mellowed by time to 
soft perfection, lured them to their luckless 
doom, 110 divine forms baffled their vain em- 
brace ; no sound of immortality rung in their 
cars, or drew off their attention from the calls 
of creditors or of hunger : they walked through 
collections of the finest works, like the Chil- 
dren in the Fieiy Furnace, untouched, unap- 
proached. With these true termJUii the art 
might be supposed to begin and end : they 
thought only of the subject of their next pro- 
duction, the size of their next canvas, thegron- 
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ping, the getting in of the figures; and'conduc- 
tcd their work to its conclusion with as little; 
distraction of mind and as few misgivings, as 
a stage-coacliman conducts a stage, or a car- 
rier delivers a bale of goods, according to its 
destination. Such persons, if they do not rise 
above, at least seldom sink below themselves. 
They do not soar to the “highest Heaven of 
invention," nor penetrate the inmost recesses 
of the heart; but they succeed in all that the; 
attempt or are capable of, as men of business 
and of industry in their calling. For them the 
veil of the Temple of Art is not rent asunder, 
and it is well : one glimpse of the Sanctuary, 
of the Holy of the Holies, might palsy their 
hands, and bedim their sight forever after ! 

I think there are two mistakes, common 
enough on this subject; viz. That men of 
genius, or of first-rate capacity, do little, ex- 
cept by intermittent fits, or per saltum — and 
that they do that little in a slight and slovenly 
mann(.*r . 'J’here may be instances of this ; but 
lliey are not the highest, and they are the cx- 
eeplions, not the rule. On the contrary, the 
greatest art; ts have in general been the mo.T 
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prolific or the most elaborate, as the best 
writers have been frequently the most volu- 
minous as well as indefatigable. We have a 
great living instance among writers, that the 
quality of a man s productions is not to be 
estimated in the inverse ratio of their quantity, 
I mean in the Author of Wwerlej ; the fe- 
cundity of whose pen is no less admirable than 
its felicity. Shakespear is another instance of 
the same prodigality of genius \ his materials 
being endlessly poured forth with no niggard 
or fastidious hand, and the mastery of the 
execution being (in many respects at least) 
equal to the boldness of the design. As one 
example among others that 1 might cite of the 
attention which he gave to his subject, it is 
sufficient to observe, that there is scarcely a 
VYord in any of his more striking passages tliat 
can be altered for the better. If any person, 
for instance, is trying to recollect a favourite 
line, and cannot hit upon some particular ex- 
pression, it is in vain to think of substituting 
any other so good. That in the original text 
is not merely the best, but it seems the only 
light one. I will stop to illustrate this point a 
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little. I was at a loss the olhor day for the line 
in Henry V, 

“ Nice fiistonis ciiitrsy lo guMl kiii^s.” 

1 coiiJd not recollect the word nice : I trYed 
a number of others, snch as old^ grave, etc. 
— they would none of them do, but seemed 
all heavy, lumbering, or from the purpose : 
ibe word nice, on the contrary, appeared to 
drop into its place, and be ready to assist in 
paying the reverence due. Again, 

“ A j<’bt’.s prosperity Jic*s in tin? cat 
OFliim ill, 'll Itcais It 

1 thought, in quoting from memory, of ‘‘ A 
jest’s ‘‘A jest’s renown’' etc. 1 

then turned to the volume, and there found 
the very word that of all others e\press('d 
the idea. Had Shakespear searelied through 
the four quarters of the globe, lu^ could not 
have lighte d on another to conv(?y so exactly 
what he meant — a casual, hollow, sonndini^ 
success! ! could multiply such (?xamplcs, 
but that 1 am sure the reader will easily 
supply thee, himself; and llnw shew sulb^ 
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ciently that Shakespear was not (as he is 
often represented) a loose or clumsy writer. 
The bold, happy texture of his style, in which 
every word is prominent, and yet cannot be 
torn from its place without violence, any 
more than a limb from the body, is (one 
should think) the result either of vigilant 
pains-taking, or of unerring, intuitive per- 
ception, and not the mark of crude concep- 
tions, or “ the random, blindfold blows of 
Ignorance.” 

There cannot be a greater contradiction 
to the common prejudice that “ Genius is 
naturally a truant and a vagabond,” than the 
astonishing and (on this hypothesis) unac- 
countable number oichef-d’vsuvres left behind 
them by the Old Masters. The stream of 
their invention supplies the taste of successive 
generations like a river : they furnish a 
hundred Galleries, and preclude competition, 
not more by the excellence than by the extent 
of their performances. Take Raphael and Ru- 
bens for instance. There are works of theirs 
in single Collections enough to occupy a long 
i-^d laborious life, and yet their works are 
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spread through all the Collections of Europe. 
They seem to have cost them no more labour 
than if they “ had drawn in their breath and 
pulled it forth again.” But we know that 
they made drawings, studies, sketches of all 
the principal of these, with the care and cau- 
tion of the merest tyros in the art ; and they 
remain equal proofs of their capacity and 
diligence. The Cartoons of Raphael alone 
might have employed many years, and made 
a life of illustrious labour, though they look 
as if they had been struck olF at a blow, and 
are not a tenth part of what he produced in 
his short but bright career. Titian and Mi- 
chael Angelo lived longer ; but they worked 
is hard and did as well. Shall we bring in 
competition with examples like these some 
trashy caricaturist or idle dauber, who has 
no sense of the infinite resources of nature 
or art. nor consequently any power to employ 
himself upon them for any length of time or 
to any purpose, to prove that genius and 
regidar industry are incompatible qualities !’ 

In my opinion, the very superiority o^' 
the works of the great painters (instead ci 
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heing a bar to) accounts for their multiplicity. 
Poweris pleasure; and pleasure sweetens pain. 
A fine poet thus describes the effect of the 
sight of nature on his mind : 

— — “ Thi^ soiindirig cataract 
Haunted me like a passion : the tall rock, 

The moiin lain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 

Their coloius and their forms were then to me 
An appetite, a feeling, and a love. 

That had no need of a leinoter charm 
lly thoLiglit supplied, or any interest 
I Jn bon owed from the eye.” 

So the forms of nature, or the human form 
divine, stood before the great artists of old, 
nor required any other stimulus to lead the 
eye to survey, or the hand to embody them, 
than the pleasure derived from the inspiration 
of the subject, and “propulsive force” of 
I he mimic creation. The grandeur of their 
works was an argument with them, not to stop 
short, but to proceed. They could have no 
higher excitement or satisfaction than in the 
exercise of their art and endless generation 
ol' truth and beauty. Success prompts to 
exertion ; and habit facilitates success. It 
idle to suppose we can exhaust nature ; 
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and the more wc employ our own faculties, 
the more we strengthen them and enrich 
our stores of observation and invention. The 
more wc do, the more we can do. Not 
indeed if we our ideas out of our own 
heads — that stock is soon exhausted, and 
we recur to tiresome, vapid imitations of 
ourselves, hut this is the difference between 
real and mock talent, between genius and 
affectation. Nature is not limited, nor does it 
become effete, like our conceit and vanity. 
The closer we examine it, the more it refines 
upon us^ it expands as we enlarge and shift 
our view 5 it‘‘ grows with our growth, and 
strengthens with our strength.” The subjects 
are endless ; and our capacity is invigorated 
as it is called out by occasion and necessity. 
He who does nolhing, renders himself inca- 
pable of doing any thing ; but while ^ e arc 
executing any work, we arc preparing and 
(jualifyin^' ourselves to undertake another. 
The principles are the same in all nature; 
and we understand them better, as we verify 
them by experience and practice. It is not 
as if (here was a given number ol subjeci^s 
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to work upon, or a set of innate or precon- 
ceived ideas in our minds, which we en- 
croached upon with every new design; the 
subjects, as 1 said before, are endless, and 
we’ acfpiire ideas by imparting them. Our 
expenditure of intellectual wealth makes us 
rich : we can only be liberal as we have 
previously accumulated the means. By lying 
idle, as by standing still, we are confined to 
the same trite, narrow round of topics : by 
continuing our efforts, as by moving forwards 
iri a road, we extend our views, and discover 
continually new tracts of country. Genius, 
like humanitj, rusts for vvant of use. 

Habit also gives promptness ; and the soul 
of dispatch is decision. One man may write 
a book or paint a picture, while another is 
tieliberaling about the plan or the title-page. 
I'he ^eat painters were able to do so much, 
because they knew exactly what they meant 
to do, and how to set about it. They were 
thorough-bred workmen, and were not learn- 
ing their art while they were exercising it. 
We can do a great deal in a short time if we 
only know how. riiiis an author may be- 
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come very voluminous, who only employs an 
hour or two in a day in study. If he has once 
obtained, by habit and reflection, a use of his 
pen with plenty of materials to work upon, 
the pages vanish before him. Tlie time lost 
is in beginning, or in stopping after we have 
begun. If we only go forwards with spirit 
and confidence, we shall soon arrive at the 
end of our journey. A practised writer ought 
never to hesitate for a sentence from the mo- 
ment he sets pen to paper, or think about the 
course he is to take. He must trust to his 
previous knowledge of the subject and to his 
immediate impulses, and he will get to the 
close of his task without accidents or loss ol* 
time. 1 can easily understand how the old 
divines and controversialists produced their 
folios : 1 could write folios myself, if 1 ros(^ 
early and sat up late at this kind of occupa- 
tion. But 1 confess 1 should be soon tired ol' 
it, besides wearying the reader. 

In one sense, art is long and life is short. 
In another sense, this aphorism is not true. 
The best of us are idle half our time. It is 
wonderful how much is done in a short space, 
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proYided’ we set about it properly, and give 
onr minds wholly to it. Let any one devote 
liimself to any art or science ever so stren- 
uously, and he will still have leisure to make 
oortsiderable progress in half a dozen other 
acquirements. Leonardo da \inci was a ma- 
Ihematician, a musician, a pocl, and an ana- 
tomist, besides being one of the greatest 
painters of his age. The Prince of Painters 
was a courtier, a lover, and fond of dress and 
company. Michael Angelo was a prodigy of 
vei’satility of talent — a writer of Sonnets 
(which Wordsworth has thought worth trans- 
lating) and the friend of Dante. Salvator 
was a lutenivSt and a satirist. Titian was an 
elegant letler-writer, and a finished gentle- 
man. Sir Joshua Reynolds’s Discourses are 
more polished and classical (wen than any of 
his pictures. Let a man do all he can in any 
one branch of study, he must either exhaust 
himself and doze over it, or vary his pur- 
suit, or else lie idle. All onr real labour lies 
in a nut-shell. The mind makes, at some 
period or other, one Herculean elfort, and 
die rest is mechanical. We have to climb a 
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steep and narrow precipice at first ^ but after 
that, the way is broad and easy, where we 
may drive several accomplishmenis abreast. 
Men should have one principal pursuit, \\hir:h 
may be both ajjreeably and advanlaf^eously 
diversified with other lighter ones, as the sub- 
ordinate parts of a picture may be managed 
so as to give efiect to the centre group. It has 
been observed by a sensible man,* that the 
having a regular occupation or professional 
duties to attend to is no excuse for putting 
forth an inelegant or inaccurate work j for a 
habit of industry braces and strengthens the 
mind, and enables it to wield its energies with 
additional ease and steadier purpose. — Were 
I allowed to instance in myself, if what 1 write 
at present is worth nothing, at least it costs 
me nothing. But it cost me a great deal 
twenty years ago. I have added little to my 
stock since then, and taken little from it. I 

unfold ihe book and volume of the brain,’’ 
and transcribe the characters I see there as 
mechanically as any one might copy the letters 

' The Rev. W. Shepherd ol'Gatcacrc, in the Preface lo liis 
Life of Poggio. 
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111 a sampler, i do not say they came there 
mechanically — I transfer them to the paper 
mechanically. After eight or ten years’ hard 
study, an author (at least) may go to sleep. 

1 do not conceive rapidity of execution 
necessarily implies slovenliness or crudeness. 
On the contrary, I believe it is often produc- 
tive both of sharpness and freedom. The 
eagerness of composition strikes out sparkles 
of fancy, and runs the thouglits more natu- 
rally and closely into one another. There 
may be less formal method, but there is more 
life and spirit and truth. In the play and 
agitation of the mind, it runs over, and we 
dally with the subject, as the glass-blower 
rapidly shapes the vitreous Iluid. A number 
of new thoughts rise up spontaneously, and 
they come in the proper places, because they 
arise from the occasion. They are also sure to 
partake of the warmth and vividness of that 
ebullition of mind, from which they spring. 
Spiritus precipitandus cst. In these sort of 
voluntaries in composition, the thouglits are 
worked up to a state of projection : the grasp 
ol the subject, the presence of mind, the flow 
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of expression must be something akin to ex~ 
lempore speaking 5 or perhaps such hold but 
finished draughts may be compared to fresco 
paintings, which imply a life of study and 
great previous preparation, but of which ilie 
execution is momentary and irrevocable. 1 
will add a single remark on a point that has 
Jieen much disputed. Mr. Colibctt lays it 
down that the first word that occurs is alw'ays 
I he best. 1 would venture to differ from so 
great an authority. Mr. Cobbett himself in- 
deed writes as easily and as well as he talks 5 
hut he perhaps is hardly a rule for others 
without his practice and without his ability. 
In the hurry of composition three or four 
words may present themselves, one on the 
back of the other, and the last m-iy be the 
liest and riglit one. I grant thus much, that 
it is in vain to seek for the word we want, or 
endeavour to get at it second-hand, or as a 
paraphrasis on some other word — it must come 
of itself, or arise out of an immediate impres- 
sion or lively intuition of the subject; that is, 
the propo‘1 word must be suggested imme- 
diately by ilic thought, but it need not be 
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presented as soon as called for. It is the same 
in trying to recollect the names of places, per- 
sons, etc. where we cannot force our memory; 
rhey must come of themselves by natural asso- 
ciation, as it w^ere ^ but they may occur to ns 
when w^c least think of it, owing to some ca- 
sual circumstance or link of connexion, and 
long after wt^ have given up the search. 
Proper expressions rise to the surface from 
the heat and fermentation of the? mind, like 
bubbles on an agitated stream. It is this^ 
which produces a clear and sparkling style. 

In painting, great execution supplies the 
place of high finishing. A few^ vigorous touch- 
es, properly and rapidly disposed, will often 
give more of the appearance and texture (even) 
of natural objects than the most heavy and la- 
borious details. But this masterly style of 
execution is very different from coarse dau- 
bing. 1 do not think, however, that the pains 
or polish an artist bestOAVS upon his works 
necessarily interferes with tlieir number, lie 
only grows more enamoured of his task, pro- 
portionably patient, indefatigable, and devotes 
more of the day to study. The time we lose* 


2 . 
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is not in overdoing what we arc about, but in 
doing nothing. Rubens had great facility of 
(‘xecution, and seldom went into the details. 
Yet Rapliael, whose oil-pictures were exact 
and laboured, achieved, according to ‘the 
length of time he lived, very nearly as much 
as he. In fdling up the parts of his pictures, 
and giving them the last perfection they were 
capable of, he filled up his leisure hours, 
which otherwise would have lain idle on his 
hands. 1 have sometimes accounted foi the 
slow progress of certain artists from the un- 
finished slate in which they have left their 
works at last. 'I'hese were evidently done 
by fits and throes — ^thcre was no appearance 
of continuous labour — one figure had been 
thrown in at a venture, aud then another; and 
in the intervals between these convulsive and 
random elforts, more time had been wasted 
than could have been spent in working up 
(-•ach individual figure on the sure; principles 
of art, and by a careful inspection of nature, 
to the utmost point of practicable perfection. 

Some persons are afraid of their own works; 
and havini; made one or two successful efforts. 
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attempt nothing ever after. They stand still 
midway in the road to fame, from being 
startled at the shadow of their own reputa- 
tion. This is a needless alarm. If what they 
hate already done possesses real power, this 
will increase with exercise*, if it has not this 
power, it is not siilficienl to ensure them last- 
ing fame. Such dcilieate pretenders tremble 
on the brink of ideal perfection, like dew- 
drops on the edge of llowers; and are fasci- 
nated, like; so many Narcissuses, with the 
image of tliems(dves, reflected from the pub- 
lic admiration. It is seldom indeed, that 
this cautious repose will answer its end. 
While seeking to sustain our reputation at the 
lieight, W(‘ are forgotten. Shakespear gave 
ditH;rent advice, and himself acted upon it. 

— P(’i severance, ilcar my loni, 

Kcops lioiioiii’ blight. Tu have (tone, is to hung 
Quite out otfasliion, like a rusty mail, 

111 inoiuiiiicntal inockeiy. Take the Instant wa) \ 

For lioiionr travels in a strait so narrow, 

Where one but goes abreast. Keep then the patli j 

For cmulntioii hath a thousand sons, 

riiiit one by one pursue. Jfyou give way, 

Or hedge aside from the direct forth- riglil, 

Like lo an enleiM tide, they all rush bv. 
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And leave you hindmost 

Or lilcc a f'allaiit horse, fall’n in first rank, 

Lie tliere for pavement to the abject reai-, 

O’er-iun and trampled. Then what they do in present. 
Though less than yours in past, must o’ertop yours : 

For tune is like a fashionable host, , 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand, 

And with his arms outstretch’d as ho would fly, 

Giasps in the comer. Welcome ever smiles, 

And farewell goes out sighing. 0 let not \irtue seek 
Keimineiution foi tlic thing it was ; for heauty? 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service. 

Love, friend.sliip, charity, arc subjects all 
To envious and calunuiiating Time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kiii, 

Thai all with one consent praise new-born gauds, 
Though they are made and iiiouldcd of things past \ 

And give to dust that is a little gilt 
More laud than gilt o’er dusted. 

The present eye praises the pvcsciil object.'* 

Troilus and Ckfssidv 


I camiot very well conceive how il is lhal 
sonic writers (even of taste and genius) spend 
whole years in mere corrections for the press, 
as it were — in polishing a line or adjusting a 
comma. They take long to consider, exactly 
as there i.> nothing worth the trouble of a mo- 
ment’s thought^ and the more they deliberate, 
tlu' farther they are from deciding : for their 
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laslidiou$iiess increares with tlie indulgence 
of it, nor is there any real ground for pre- 
ference. They arc in the situation of Ned 
Softlyin the Tatler, who was a whole morn- 
ing debating whether a line of a poetical epis- 
tle should run — 


‘ You sing yoiii sung with so much art j” 

or, 

^0111 sung you sing with so iniich atl.'^ 

'fhese are points that it is impossible ever U) 
come to a determination about ; and it is only 
a proof of a little mind ever to have entertain- 
ed the question at all. 

There is a class of persons whose minds 
seem to move in an clement of littleness ; or 
rather, that are entangled in trifling dilli- 
cullies, and incapable of extricating them- 
selves from them. There was a remarkable 
instance of this iinprogressive, ineffectual, 
restless activity of temper in a late celebrated 
and very ingenious landscape-painter. “Never 
ending, still beginning,’ ’ his mind seemed en- 
tirely made up of points and fractions, noi' 
/'ould he by any means arrive at a conclusion 
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or a valuable whoIe..^^!& made it his boast 
that he never sat with his hands before him, 
and yet he never did any thing. His powers 
and his lime were frittered away in an im- 
portimale, uneasy, fidgetty attention to liule 
things. The first picture he ever painted 
(when a mere boy) was a copy of his father s 
house 5 and he began it by counting tin* 
niiml)er of bricks in the front upwards and 
lengthw.ays, and then made a scale of them on 
liis canvas. This literal style and mode oi‘ 
study stuck to him to the last, lie was placed 
under llson, whose example (if any thing 
could) might have cured him of this pelliness 
of conception ^ but nature prevailed, as it 
almost always docs. To take pains to no pur- 
pose, seemed to be his motto, and the delight 
of his life. He left (when he died, not long 
ago) heaps of canvasses with elaborately finish- 
ed pencil outlines on them, and with perhaps 
a little dead-colouring added here and there. 
In this state they were thrown aside, as if In* 
grew til (id of his occupation the instant'it gave* 
a promise of turning to account, and his whole 
object in the pursuit of art was to erect scaf- 
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foldings.’ The saMInlcnse interest in the 
most frivolous thing^xtcnded to the common 
concerns of life, to the ^irranging of his letters, 
llie labelling of his books, and the inventory 
of his wardrobe. Yet he was a man of sense, 
who saw the folly and the waste of time in all 
this, and could wwn others against it. The 
perceiving our own weaknesses enables us to 
give others excellent advice, but it does not 
teacli us to reform them ourselves. Physi- 
cian, heal thyself!” is the hardest lesson to 
follow. Nol)ody knew better than our artist 
that repose is necessary to great ellbrts, and 
that he who is never idle, labours in vain 1 
Another error is to spend ones life in pro- 
crastination and preparations for the future. 
•Persons of this turn of mind stop at the thres- 
hold of art, and accumulate the means of im- 
provement, till they obstruct their progress to 
the end. I’hcy are alw^ays putting off the evil 
day, and excuse themselves fordoing nothing 
by commencing some new and indispensable 
course of study. Their projects are mag- 
nificent, but remote, and require years to 
complete or to put them in exec ulion. Fame 



48 ON Al*PUCA.TM|UTO STUDY. 

is seen in the horizoi^TO flies before them. 
Like the recreant boastfl^ knight in Spenser, 
they turn their backs on their competitors to 
make a great career, but never return to the 
charge. They make themselves master^ of 
anatomy, of drawing, of perspective : they 
collect prints, casts, medallions, make studies 
of heads, of hands, of the bones, the muscles; 
copy pictures; visit Italy, Greece, and return 
as they went. They fulfil the proverb, ‘ ‘When 
you are at Rome, you must do as those at 
Rome do.” This circuitous, erratic pursuit 
of art can come to no good. It is only an 
apology for idleness and vanity. Foreign 
travel especially makes men pedants, not art- 
ists. What we seek, we must find at home or 
nowhere. The way to do great things is to 
set about something, and he who cannot find 
resources in himself or in his own painting- 
room, will perform the Grand Tour, or go 
through the circle of the arts and sciences, 
and end just where he began ! 

The same remarks that have been here urg- 
ed with respect to an application to the study 
of art, will in a great measure (though not in 
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every particular) appl^ to an attention to bu- 
siness : I mean, that exertion vriW generally 
follow success and opportunity in the one, as 
it docs confidence and talent in the other. 
Give a man a motive to work, and he will 
work. Alawyer who is regularly feed, seldom 
. neglects to look over his briefs : the more bu- 
siness, tlie more industry. The stress laid 
upon early rising is preposterous. If we have 
any tiling to do when we get up, we sliall not 
lie in bed, to a certainty. Thomson the poet 
was found late in bed by Dr. Ihirney, and 
asked why he had not risen earlier. The 
Scotchman wisely answered, “1 had no mo- 
tive, young man !” What indeed had he to 
do after writing the Skasons, but to dream out 
the rest ofhis existence, or employ it in writing 
the Castle of Indolence! ' 

* Scliool-boys attend to iticir t.isks us soon as itii'y acc(iiirc 
a rclisli for study, and lliry npply to dial for wliicb they fnid 
they have a rapacity. Jf a boy shews no inrlinaiiori /or the 
Latin tonf'iic, it is a sign he has not a turn for learning lan> 
guages. Yet he dances well. Give up the thought of luakiiig u 
.seliolni of him, and hiiiig him up to he u daiiciiig-iriusiei! 
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ESSAY XIV. 


ON THE OLD AGE OF ARTISTS. 


“ And their old age is beautiful and free.” 

Wordsworth. 

Mr. Nollekens died the other day at the 
age of eighty, and left 240,000 pounds behind 
liim, and the name of one of our best English 
sculptors. There was a great scramble among 
the legatees, a codicil to a will with large be- 
(|uests unsigned, and that last triumph of the 
dead or dying over those who survive — hopes 
raised and defeated without a possibility of 
retaliation, or the smallest use in complaint. 
The King was at first said to be left residuary 
legatee. This would have been a fine instance 
of romantic and gratuitous homage to Ma- 
jesty, in a man who all his life-time could 
never be made to comprehend the abstract 
idt;a of the distinction of ranks or even of 
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persons. He would go up to the Duke of 
York or Prince of Wales (in spite of warn- 
ing), take them familiarly by the button like 
common acquaintance, ask them how their 
father did; and express pleasure at hearing 
he was well, saying, “when he was gone, w'c 
should never get such another.” He once, 
when the old king was silting to him for his 
bust, fairly stuck a pair of compasses info his 
nose to measure the distance from the upper 
lip to llie forehead, as if he had been mea- 
suring a block of marble, llis late Majesty 
laughed heartily at this, and was amused to 
find that there was a person in the world, 
ignorant of that vast interval which separated 
him from every other man. JVollekens, with 
all his loyalty, merely liked the man, and 
eared nothing about the King (which was one 
of thos(! mixed modes, as Mr. Locke calls 
them, of which he had no more idea than if 
he had been one of the cream-coloured 
horses) — handled him like so much common 
clay, and had no other notion of the matter, 
but that it was his business to make the best 
bust of him he possibly could, and to set 
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about it in the regular way. There was some- 
thing in this plainness and simplicity that 
savoured perhaps of the hardness and dryness 
of his art, and of his own peculiar severity of 
inaiincr. He conceived that one man’s head 
dilfered from another’s only as it was a better 
or worse subject for modelling ; that a bad 
bust was not made into a good one by being 
stuck upon a pedestal, or by any painting or 
varnishing; and that by whatever name he 
was called, “ a man’s a man for a’ that." 
A sculptor's ideas must, 1 should guess, be 
somew'hat rigid and inflexible, like the mate- 
rials in which he works, besides, Nollekens’s 
style was comparatively hard and edgy. lli‘ 
had as much truth and character, but none of 
the polished graces or transparent softness of 
Chanircy. He had more of the rough, plain, 
dow'iiright honesty of his art. It seemed to 
be his character. Mr. Northcote w'as once 
complimenting him on his acknowledged su- 
periority — “ Ay, jou made the best basts of 
any body ! ” “1 don’t know about that,” said 
the other, his eyes (though their orbs were 
quenched) smiling with a gleam of smothered 
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delight — “ 1 only know I always tried .to 
make them as like as I could !” 

I saw this eminent and singular person one 
morning inMr. Northcote’s painting-room. He 
had then been for some time nearly blind, and 
liad been obliged to lay aside the exercise of 
• his profession ; but he still took a pleasure in 
([(‘signing groups, and in giving directions to 
others for executing them, lie and Northcote 
made a remarkable ]>,air. He sal down on a 
low stool (from being ralher fatigued) re.sled 
willi both hands on a slick, as if he clung to 
the solid and tangible-, had an habitual twitch 
ill his limbs and motions, as if (hatching him- 
self in the act of going too far in chisi'Iling 
a lip or a dimple in a chin ; was /vo/f-upright, 
i\ilh features hard and square, but finelv 
cut, a hooked nose, thin lips, an indented 
forehe.ad ; and the defect in his sight com- 
pleted his resemblance to one of his own 
masterly busts. Ho seemed, by time and la- 
bour, to “ have wrought himself to stone.” 
Northcote stood by his side — all air and spi- 
rit, stooping down to speak to him. The 
painter was in a loose morning-gown, with 
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or a valuable whole.^^re made it his boast 
that he never sat willi Ins hands before him, 
and yet he never did any thing. His powers 
and his time were frittered away in an im- 
portunate, uneasy, fidgetty attention to little 
things. The first picture he ever painted 
(whiiu a mere boy) was a copy of his fathers 
liousc; and he began it by counting tlie 
numlier of bricks in the front upwards and 
lengtliways, and then made a scale oflhem on 
liis canvas. This literal style and mode of 
study stuck to him to the last. He was placed 
under AVilson, whose example (if any thin^ 
could) might have cured him of this pettiness 
of conception ; but nature prevailed, as it 
almost always does. To take pains to no pur- 
pose, seemed to be his motto, and the delight 
of his life. He left (when he died, not long 
ago) heaps of canvasses with elaborately finish- 
ed ])cncil outlines on them, and with perhaps 
a little dead-colouring added here and there*. 
In this siate they were thrown aside, as if In* 
grew tired of his occupation the instant'it gave* 
a iiromise of turning to account, and his whole 
object in the pursuit of art was to erect seal- 
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foldings.’ The saiWiKiciise interest in the 
most frivolous things^xtended to the common 
concerns of life, to the arranging of his letters, 
llie labelling of his books, and the inventory 
of his wardrobe. Yet he was a man of sense, 
w ho saw the folly and the waste of time in all 
lliis, and could w^arn others against it. The 
perceiving our own weaknesses enables us to 
give others excellent advice, but it does not 
teacli us to reform ihem ourselves. ‘"Pliysi- 


cian, heal thyself!” is the hardest lesson to 
follow. INobody knew belter than our artist 
lliat repos(‘ is necessary to great ellbrts, and 
I hat he who is never idle, labours in vain I 
Another error is to spend ones life in pro- 
crastination and pre])aralions for the future. 
■Persons of this turn of mind stO|) at the tlires- 
hold of art, and accumulate the means of im- 


provement, till ihey obstruct their progress to 
the end. "fhey are alw^ays putting oil’ the evil 
day, and excuse themselves fordoing nothing 
by commencing some new and indispensable 
course of study. Their projects are mag- 
nificent, but remote, and require years’ to 
complete or to put them in execution. Fame 
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is seen in the horizoi^TO flies before them. 
Like the recreant boastf1!l knight in Spenser, 
they turn their backs on their competitors to 
make a great career, but never return to the 
charge. They make themselves masters' of 
anatomy, of drawing, of perspective : they 
collect prints, casts, medallions, make studies 
of heads, of hands, of the bones, the muscles; 
copy pictures ; visit Italy, Greece, and return 
as they went. They fulfil the proverb, “^V!)cn 
you are at Rome, you must do as those at 
Rome do,” This circuitous, erratic pursuit 
of art can come to no good. It is only an 
apology for idleness and vanity. Foreign 
travel especially makes men pedants, not art- 
ists. What we seek, we must find at home or 
nowhere. The way to do great things is to 
set about something, and he who cannot find 
resources in himself or in his own painting- 
room, will perform the Grand Tour, or go 
through the circle of the arts and sciences, 
and end just where he began ! 

The same remarks that have been here urg- 
ed with respect to an application to the study 
of art, will in a great measure (though not in 
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every particular) apply to an attention to bu- 
siness : I mean, that exertion will generally 
follow success and opportunity in the one, as 
it does confidence and talent in the other. 
Give a man a motive to work, and he will 
work. A lawyer who is regularly feed, seldom 
» neglects to look over his briefs : the more bu- 
siness, the more industry. The stress laid 
upon early rising is preposterous, if we liave 
any thing to do wlien we get up, we shall not 
lie in bed, to a certainty. Thomson the poet 
was found late in bed by Dr. burney, and 
asked why he had not risen earlier. The 
Scotchman wisely answered, “1 had no mo- 
tive, young man !” What indeed had he to 
do after writing the Skasons, but to dream out 
the rest ofhis existence, or employ it in writing 
the Castle of Indolence! ‘ 

* Scliool-boys allciid Co llicir Msks as soon ns lliey acqiiiru 
a rcll«»b for sliidy, and llicy apply lo iliac for which they fiiul 
they have a rapacity. If a boy shews no inclination for the 
Latin tonp;iie, it is a si^n he has not a turn for learning lan- 
guages. Yet he dances well. Give up the thought of making a 
scholni of him, and biing him up tube a daiiciiig-inuslrr! 
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“ And their old age is beautiful and free.” 

WoRnswoR'>-Ti. 

Mr. Nollekens died the other day at the 
age of eighty, and left 24® >000 pounds behind 
him, and the name of one of our best English 
sculptors. There was a great scramble among 
tlie legatees, a codicil to a will with large be- 
quests unsigned, and that last triumph of the 
dead or dying over those who survive — ^liopes 
raised and defeated without a possibility of 
retaliation, or the smallest use in complaint. 
The King was at first said to be left residuary 
legatee. This would have been a fine instance 
of romantic and gratuitous homage to Ma- 
jesty, in a man who all his life-time could 
never be made to comprehend the abstract 
idea of the distinction of ranks or even of 
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persons. ’ He would go up to the Duke of 
York or Prince of Wales (in spite of warn- 
ing), take them familiarly by the button like* 
common acquaintance, ask them //otv their 
father did; and express pleasure at hearing 
he was well, saying, v\hen he was gone, we 
should never get such another. ’ lie once, 
when the old king was sitting to him for his 
bust, fairly stuck a pair of compasses into his 
nose to measure the distance from llu? up|KT 
lip to the forehead, as if he had been mea- 
suring a block of marble. His lale iMajesLy 
laughed heartily at this, and w^as amused to 
find tliat there was a person in the A^orld, 
ignorant of that vast interval which se parated 
him from every other man. JNollekens, wilh 
all his loyalty, merely liked the man, and 
eared nothing about the King (wliich was one 
of those muxed utodeSy as Mr. Locke calls 
them, of which he had no more idea than if 
he had been one of the cream-coloured 
horses) — handled him like so much common 
clay, and had no oiIht notion of the matter, 
but that it was his business to make the best 
bust of him he possibly could, and to sel 
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about it in the regular way. There was some- 
thing in this plainness and simplicity that 
savoured perhaps of the hardness and dryness 
of his art, and of his own peculiar severity of 
manner. He conceived that one man’s head 
dill’ered from another’s only as it was a better 
or worse subject for modelling 5 that a bad 
bust was not made into a good one by being 
stuck upon a pedestal, or by any painting or 
varnishing; and that by whatever name he 
was called, “ a man’s a man for a’ that." 
A sculptor’s ideas must, I should guess, be 
somewhat rigid and inflexible, like the mate- 
rials in which he works, besides, Nollekens’s 
style was comparatively hard and edgy, lie 
had as much truth and character, but none of 
the polished graces or transparent softness of 
Chantrey. He had more of the rough, plain, 
downright honesty of his art. It seemed to 
be his character. Mr. Norlbcote was once 
complimenting him on his acknowledged su- 
periority — “ h.y,jfou made the best busts of 
any body ! ” “1 don’t know about that,” said 
the other, his eyes (though their orbs were 
quenched) smiling with a gleam of smothered 
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delight — ‘‘ 1 only know I always tried to 
make them as like as I could ! ” 

I saw this eminent and singular person one 
morning inMr. Northcote’s painting-room. He 
liad ihen been for some time nearly blind, and 
had been obliged to lay aside the exercise of 
his profession; but he slill took a pleasure in 
designing groups, and in giving directions to 
Olliers for executing them. He and Northcole 
niad(^ a remarkable pair, lie sat down on a 
low stool (from being ralher fatigiu'd) rested 
vvilh bolh hands on a slick, as if he clung to 
the solid and tangible; had an habitual twitch 
in his limbs and motions, as if catching him- 
self in the act of going too far in chiselling 
a lip or a dimple in a chin ; was /yo//-uprighl, 
^^ilh features hard and square, but finely 
cul, a hooked nose, thin lips, an indented 
forehead *, and ihe defect in his sight com- 
pleted liis resemblance to one of his o\mi 
masterly busis. He seemed, by lime and la- 
bour, to “ have wroi/g/it himself to stone.'’ 
Northcole stood l)y his side — all air and spi- 
rit, stooping down to speak to him. The 
painter Avas in a loose morning-gown, with 
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his back to the ii^ht ; his face was like a pale 
fine piece of colouring •, and his eye came out 
and glanced through the twilight of the past, 
like an old eagle looking from its eyrie in the 
clouds. In a moment they had lighted from 
the lop of Mount Cenis in the Vatican — 

“ As when a vulture on Imaus bred 
J'Jies tovr'i'ds llio springs 
Of Gauges and ilydaspes, Indian streams," 

I hose two fine old men ]ii*Iitod with w inged 
tliouglils on the banks of the l iber, and there 
bathed and drank of the spirit of their yontii. 
They talked oFTitian and hernini; and North- 
cote iiiciilioned, that when Roul)illiac came 
back from Rome, after seeing the works of 
the latter, and went to look at his own in 
Westminster Abbey, he said — ‘‘ l!y G — (I, 
ihey looked like totecco-pipes.” 

They then recalled a number of anecdoti's 
of Day (a fellow-stndenl of thdrs), of Rarry 
and Fiis( ii. Sir Joshua and Rnrke and John- 
son w^eie talkt'd of. 11ie names of lliese 
great sons of memory were in the room, and 
lliev almost seemed to answ(‘r to them — Ge- 
nius and Fame (lung a spell into the air, 
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And by the force of bicar illusion, 

Had diaiwn me on to my confusion,” 

had I not been long ere this siren-proof! It 
is delightful, thoiigli painful, to hear two ve- 
terans in art thus talking over the adventures 
and studies of their youth, when one feels 
that they arc not quite mortal, that they have 
one imperishable part about them, and that 
they arc conscious, as they approach the 
farthest verge of humanity in friendly inter- 
course and trancjuil decay, that they hav(' 
done somclhing that will live after them. 
The consolations of religion apart, this is 
perhaps the only salve that lakes out the 
sling of that sore evil. Deaths and by lessen- 
ing the impatience and alarm at his approach, 
ofien tempts him to prolong the term of his 
absence. 

It has been remarked that artists, or al 
least academicians, live long. It is but a sliorl 
while ago that Northcote, Wollekcns, AVest, 
Flaxman, Cosway, and Fuseli were all living 
at the same time, in good health and spirits, 
without any diminution of faculties, all of 
ihem having long past their grand climac- 
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leric, and attained to the hifjhest repiitatioii 
•sin their several departments. From these* 
striking examples, the diploma of a Royal 
Academician seems to he a grant ol* a longer 
lease of life, among its other advantages. In 
fact, il is tantamount to the confcTiing a cer- 
tain reputation in his profession and a com- 
petence on any man, and thus supplies the 
w’ants of the body and sets his mind at case. 
Artists ill general (poor devils!) I am afraid, 
are not a long-lived race. Tliey break up 
commonly about forty, tlieir spirits giving 
way willi llic disappointment of their hopes 
of evcellence, or the want of oncouragemenl 
for that which tlicy have attained, their plans 
disconcerted, and their alfairs irretrievable •, 
and in this state of mortification and embar- 
rassment (more or less prolonged and aggra- 
vated) they are cither starved or else drink 
themselves to death. Rut your Academician 
is quite a dillercnt sort of person, lie ‘‘bearf> 
a charmed life, that must not yield” to duns, 
or critics, or patrons. He is free of Rarnassus, 
and claims all the immunities of fame in his 
life-time. He has but to paint (as the sun has 
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buN to shine) to baffle envious malif(nei;s. 
He has but to send his pictures to the Exhi- 
bition at Soinerset-Hoiisc, in order to havi' 
them hiinj^ up : he has but to dine once a 
year with the Academy, the Nobility, the Ca- 
binet-Ministers, and theMeml)ers of the Royal 
• Family, in order not to want a dinner all the 
rest of the year. Sliall hunger come near the 
man that has feasted with princes — shall a 
baililV tap tlie sliouldor on which a Marquis 
has familiarly leaned, that has been dubbed 
with kniglithood ? No, even “the fell Serjeant 
Death” stands ris it were aloof; and he enjoys 
a kind of premature immortality in recorded 
honours and endless labours. Oh! what gol- 
den hours are his ! In the short days of winter 
be husbands time; the long evenings of sum- 
mer still find him employed! lie paints on, 
and takes no thought for to-morrow. All is 
right in that respect, llis bills are regularly 
])aid ; his drafts are duly Iionoured. lie has 
exercise for his body, employment for his 
mind in liis profession, and without ever 
stirrijig out of his painliiJg-room. He studies 
as mucli of otlier tilings as he pleases. He 
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goes into the best company, or talks witli 'liis 
sitters — attends at the Academy Meetings, and 
enters into their intrigues and cabals, or stays 
at home, and enjoys the otium cum digni^ 
iaie. If he is fond of reputation. Fame 
watches him at work, and weaves a woof, like 
Iris, over his head — if he is fond of money, 
Plulus digs a mine under his feet. Wdiatever 
he touches becomes gold. He is paid half- 
price before lie begins 5 and commissions pour 
in upon commissions. His portraits are like, 
and his historical pieces fine; for to question 
the talents or success of a Royal Academician 
is to betray your own want of taste?. Or il’ 
his pictures are not quite approved, he is an 
agreeable man, and converses well. Or h(? 
is a person of elegant accomplishments, dress- 
es well, and is an ornament to a private circle. 
A man is nol an Academician for nothing. 

^ ‘ His life .spins round on its soft axle and in 
the lapse of uninterrupted thoughts and pleas- 
ing avocatitnis, without any of the wear and 
tear of the world or of business, there seems 
no reason vv liy it should nol run smoothly on 
to iu last sand ! 
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Of all the Academicians, the paiulcrs, or 
persons 1 have ever known, Mr. Norlhcote 
is the most to my taste. It may be said of 
him truly, 

Ape cannot witliei, nor custom sUile 

His infinite A'aricty.” 

Indeed, it is not possible he should become 
tedious, since, even if he repeals ihe same 
ihinj*, it appears quite new from his manner, 
lliat ])reallies new life into it, and from liis 
eyo, that is as fresli as the morninfj;. How 
ydu hate any one vvlio ttJJs the same story or 
anticipales a remark ofliis — il set'ms so coarse 
and vulf*ar, so dry and inanimate! There 
is something like injustice in this preference 
— hut no ! it is a tribute to tlie spirit that is 
in the man. Mr, Northcolcs manner is com- 
pletely extempore. It is just tlic reverse of 
Mr. Canning’s oratory. All his thoughts come 
upon him unawares, and for tliis reason they 
surprise and delight you, becansci they have 
evidently the same clfeet upon his own mind. 

'j here is the same unconsciousness in his eon- 
versation that has been pointed out in Shake- 
spear’s dialogues*, or you arc startled with 
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oue observalion after another, as when the rtist 
gradually withdraw's from a landscape and un- 
folds a number of objects one by one. His 
figure is small, shadowy, emaciated; but you 
think only of hlsfac(‘, which is fine and expres- 
sive. His body is out of the question. It is 
impossible to convey an adequate idea of the 
naive1c% and unalfectcd, l)ut delightful ease of 
the way in which he goes on — now' touching 
upon a picture — now looking for his snnfi- 
box — now alluding to some book he has 
been reading — now returning to his favourite 
arl. He seems just as if he w^as by himself or 
in iho company of his own thoughts, and 
makes you feel quite at home. If it is a Mem- 
ber of rarliameiU, or a beautiful woman, or a 
child, or a young artist that drops in, it makes 
no dill’ercncc ; he enters into conversation 
with them in the same unconstrained manner, 
as if they were inmates in his family. Some- 
limes you find him sitting on Ihe floor, 
like a school-boy at play, turning over a set 
of old prints ; and I was pleased to hear him 
say the oilier day, coming to one of some 
men putting ofl* in a boat from a ship-wreck 



OF ABTISTS. 


6l 


— TAat is the grandest and most original 
tiling 1 ever did!” This was not egotism, 
hut had all the beauty of truth and sincerity. 
The print w^as indeed a noble and spirited 
design. The circumstance from which it 
was taken happened to Captain EnglefieJd 
and his crew. He told Northcote the story, 
sat for his own bead, and brought the men 
Irora Wapping to sit for theirs ; and llicsc lie 
had arranged into a formal composition, till 
one Jetfrey, a conceited but clever artist of 
that day, called in upon him, and said, “Oh ! 
that common-place thing will never do, it 
is like M ost; you should throw them into an 
action something like this.” — Accordingly, 
the head of the boat was reared up like a 
.sea-horse riding the waves, anil the elements 
put into commotion 5 and when the painter 
looked at it the last thing as he went out of 
his room in the dusk of the evening, he said 
that “ it frightened him.” He retained the 
expression in the faces of the men nearly as 
they sat to him. It is very fine, and truly 
English •, and being natural, it w.as easily made 
into history, 'fherc is a portrait of a young 
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gentleman striving to get into the boat, while 
the crew are pushing him ofl‘ with their oars; 
blit at last he prevailed with them by his 
perseverance and entreaties to be taken in. 
They had only time to throw a bag of biscuits 
into the boat before the ship went down; 
which they divided into a biscuit a day for 
each man, dipping them into water which 
they collected by holding up their hand- 
kerchiefs in the rain and squeezing it into a 
bottle. They were out sixteen days in the 
Atlantic, and got ashore at some place in 
Spain, where the great dillieulty was to pre- 
vent them from eating too much at once, so 
as to recover gradually. Captain Englefield 
observed that he sulfered more afterwards 
than at the time — that he had horrid dreams 
of falling down precipice.s for a long while 
after — that in the boat they told merry stories, 
and kept up one another’s s])irit.s as well as 
they could, and on some complaint being 
made of their distressed situation, the young 
gentleman who had been admitteil into their 
crew remarked, “ Nay, we are not so badly 
off neither, we are not come to eating 
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onOi another yet!” — ^Thus, whatever is tlje 
subject, the scene is revived in Mr. Northcote’s 
mind, and every circumstance brought be- 
fore you without aflectation or eflbrt, just 
as it happened. It might be called picture- 
lalAi/ig. lie has always some apt allusion or 
^ anecdote. A young engraver came into his 
room the other day, witli a print which he 
had put into the crown of his hat, in order 
not to crumple it, and he said it had been 
nearly blown away several times in passing 
along the street. “You put me in mind,” 
said Northcote, “ of a bird-catcher at Ply- 
mouth, who used to put the birds he had 
• aught into his hat to bring them home, and 
one day meeting my father in the road, he 
pulled off his hat to make him a low bow, 
and all the birds flew away!” Sometimes 
Mr. Northcote gets to the top of a ladder to 
paint a palm-tree or to finish a sky in one of 
his pictures; and in this situation he listens 
very attentively to any thing you tell him. 

1 was once mentioning some strange inconsis- 
tencies of our modern poets : and on coming 
.to one that exceeded the rest, he descended 
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the steps of the ladder one by one, laid/ his 
pallet and brushes deliberately on the ground, 
and coming up to me, said — ‘‘ You don’t say 
so, it’s the very thing I should have supposed 
of them : yet these are the men that speak 
against Pope and Dryden.” Never any sar- 
casms were so fine, so cutting, so careless as 
his. The grossest things from his lips seem 
an essence of refinement : the most refined 
became more so than ever. Hear him talk of 
Pope’s Epistle to Jervas, and repeat the lines — 

“ Vet slioiild Hu* Graces aJJ tJiy figures place, 

AikI brcallie an air divine on every faee^ 

Yet should the Muses bid my niimbeis toll 
Stiongas their charms, and gentle as their soiib 
With Zeuxis’ lleleii ihy Ihidgewater vie, 

And tlics<* be sung till GraiivilleV Myra die 
Alas ! how little fioni the grave we claim ; 

Thou but pieserv’st a face, and 1 a name.” 

Or Ictliim speak of Boccacio and his story of 
Isabella and her pot of basil, in which she 
kept her lover’s head and watered it with her 
tears, ^' and how it grew, and it grew, and it 
grew^,” and you see his own eyes glisten, and 
the leaves of the basil-tree tremble to his 
faltering accents! 
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Mr. Fuseli’s conversation is more striki\^^ 
and extravagant, but less pleasing and na- 
tural than Mr. Norlhcotc’s. He deals in 
paradoxes and caricatures, lie talks allegories 
and ])ersonificalions, as he paints them. \ on 
are sensible of ellbrt nilhoiit any repose — no 
. careless pleasantry — no traits of character or 
louclies from nature— every thing is labour- 
ed or overdone. Ilis ideas are gnarled, haid, 
and distorted, like his I'ealnres — his iheorie.s 
stalking and straddle-legged, like his gait — 
his projects aspiring and gigantic, like his 
gestures — his performance unconlli and dwar- 
lish, like his person. His pictures arc also 
like himself, -vvilh tTC-halls of stone' stuck in 
rims of tin, and muscles twisted together like 
ropes or -vviros. Vet Fuseli is undoid)ledly 
a man of genius, and capable of the most wild 
and groles([iie combinations of fancy. It is a 
pity that he ever applied himself to ]tai!iling, 
whidi must always he reiliieed to tlie lest oi 
the senses, lie is a little like l)ante or Ariosto 
|)crhaps; hut no more like Michael Angelo, 
haidiael, or Correggio than I am. Nature-. 

■ he complains, puls him out. ^ et he can laugh 
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artists who ‘‘ paint ladies with iron lap- 
dof's^” and he describes the fjrcat masters of 
old in words and images full of truth, and 
glancing from a pen or tongue of fire. 1 con- 
»*eive any person would be more struck with 
Mr. Fuseli at first sii;ht, but would wish to visit 
Air. North(!Ote oftejjer. There is a bold and 
slartling oulline in his style of talking, but 
not the delicate finishing or bland tone that 
I here is in that of the latter. Whatever there 
is harsh or repulsive; about him is, however, 
iti a great degree carri(‘d off by his animated 
foreign accent and broken English, which 
give character where then; is none, and 
soften its asperities where it is too abrupt and 
violent. 

Compared to either of these artists. Air. West 
(the late President of the Iloyal Academy) 
was a thoroughly mechanical and common- 
place person — a man “of no mark or like- 
lihood.” He loo was small, thin, J)ut wilh 
regular well-formed features, and a precise, 
sedate, self-satisfied air. This, in part, arose 
from the conviction in his own mind tliat he 
was ihe greatest painter (and consequently the 
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grcotost man) in the world : kings and nobles 
were common every-day folks, while ther(? 
was but one West in theraany-peoplcd globe. 
If there was any one individual witli whom he 
was inclined to share the palm of undivided 
superiority, it was with Bonaparte. hen 
Mr. West had painted a picture, he thought it 
was perfect. He liad no idea of any thing in 
the art but rules, and these he exactly conform- 
ed to 5 so lliat, according to his theory, what 
he did was cpiile right. He conceived of paint- 
ii>g as a mechanical or scientific process, and 
had no more doubt of a face or a group in one 
of his high ideal compositions being what it 
ought to be, than a carpenter has lhat he has 
drawn a line straight with a ruler and a pi<*ce 
of chalk, or lhan a mathematician has lhat lIk' 
three angles of a triangle are equal lo two right 
ones. 

AVhen Mr. West walked ihrough his Gal- 
lery, the result of fifty years’ labour, he saw 
nothing, either on the right or the left, to b(.‘ 
added or taken away. The account he gav(‘ 
of his own pictures, wdiich might seem like 
ostentation or rhodomontade, had a sincere 
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aiid infiintine sim|Dlicity in it. When SQme 
one spoke of his St. Paul shaking off the 
serpent fmm his arm (at Greenwich Hospital, 
1 believe), he said, ‘‘A little burst of genius, 
sir!” West was one of those happy mortals 
who hatl not an idea of any thing beyond him- 
self or his own acUial powers and knowledge. 
The whole art vvilh him consist(‘d in measur- 
ing the distance from the foot to llie knee, in 
counting llie niiml)cr of muscles in the call 
of the leg, in dividing his subject into three 
groups, in lifting up, llie eyebrows to express 
pity or wonder, and in conlracling them 
to express anger or contempt. Looking at 
a picture of Rubens, which he had in his 
possession, he said, wilh great indilference, 
“What a pity that this man wanted expres- 
sion!” "J1iis natural self-complacency mighi 
be strenglliened by collateral ciia'umstances 
of l)irlh and religion. West, as a native of 
America, might be supposc^d to own no supe- 
rior in tlie Commonwealth of art : as a Quaker, 
he smiled w'ith sectarian self-sulliciency at the 
objections that were made to his theory or 
prai tice in painting. He lived long in the firm 
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pev^uasion of being one of the elect amopg 
the sons of Fame, and went to his final rest 
in the arms of Immortality ! Happy error ! 
Enviable old man ! 

Flaxman is another living and eminent ar- 
tist, who is distinguished by success in his 
, profession and l)y a prolonged and active old 
age. He is diminutive in ptason, like the 
others. I know liltle of liim, luU lliat he is 
an elegant sculptor, and a prolbund mystic. 
This last is a character common to many other 
artists in our days — Louiherbonrg, Cosway, 
Wake, Sharp, Varley, etc , — who seem to 
relieve the literalness of ihtnr professional 
studies l)y voluntary excursions inlo the re- 
gions of the preternatural, i^ass their time be- 
Iw'cen sleeping and waking, and wliose ideas 
are like a slormv night, with the clouds driven 
rapidly across, and the blue sky and stars 
gleaming between ! 

CosNvay is the last of tliese 1 sliall menlion. 
At that name 1 pause, and must be excused if I 
consecrate to him a frail iiKMuorial in my care- 
less manner^ for he was Fancy’s chihl. What 
a fairy palace was his ol’spc'cimens of art, anti- 
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qDai'ianism, and virtu, jumbled all logctber 
in the richest disorder, dusty, shadowy, ob- 
scure, with much left to the imagination (how 
different from the finical, polished, petty, 
modernised air of some Collections we have 
seen ! ) and with copies of the Old Masters, 
cracked and damaged, which he touched and 
retouched with his own hand, and yet swore 
they were the genuine, the pure originals. 
All other collectors arc fools to him : they go 
about with painful anxiety to find out the 
realities; — he said he had them — and in a 
moment made them of the breath of his nos- 
trils and of the fumes of a lively imagination. 
His was the crucifix that Abelard prayed to — 
a lock of Eloisa’s hair — the dagger with which 
Felton stabbed the Duke of Huckingham — 
the first finished sketch of the Joennda — 
Titian’s large colossal profile of Peter Aretine 
— a mummy of an Egyptian king — a feather 
of a phamix — a piece of Noah’s Ark. Were 
the articles authentic ? What matter ? — his 
laith in tliem was true. He was gifted with 
a second-sight in such matters ; he believed 
whatever was incredible. Fancy bore sway 
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in 5 and so vivid were his impressioivi, 
that they included the substances of thin^js 
in them, llic af(reeal)le and the true with 
him were one. lie believed in Swedenbor- 
fjianisiii — he believed in animal mafjfnetism — 
he had conversed with more than one person 
. of the Trinity — he could talk with his lady at 
Mantua throufjh some fine vehicle of sense, 
as we speak to a servant down-staii s throiif^^h 
a conduit-|)ipe. Richard Cosway was not 
jhe man to flinch from an ideal proposition. 
Once, at an Academy dinner, when some 
question was made whether the story of Lam- 
bert’s Leap was true, he started up, and said 
it was; for he was the person that performed 
it ; — he once assured me that the knee-pan 
of Kinf5 James 1 , in the ceiling at Whitehall, 
was nine feet across (he had measured it in 
concert with Mr. Cipriani, who was rejiairing 
the figures) — he could read in the book of the 
Revelations without spectacles, and foretold 
the return of Ronaparte from Elba — and 
from St. Helena ! His wife, the most lady- 
like of Englishwomen, being asked in Paris 
•what sort of a man her husband was, niacli‘ 
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aiiswer — Toujours riant ^ toiijonrs 
This was liis character. He must liave been 
of Frencli extraction. Ilis soul appeared to 
possess the life of a bird 5 and such was the 
jaunliiiess of his air and manner, that to see 
him sil to have his half-bools laced on, you 
would fancy (by the help of a figure) that, 
instead of a little w ithered elderly gentleman, 
it was Venus attired by the Graces. His 
miniatures and wdiolc-leuglli drawings were’ 
not merely fashionable — they were fashion 
itself. Ilis imitations of Michael Angelo were 
not the thing. 'When more than ninety, he 
retired from his profession, and used to hold 
up tlie palsied hand tliat had jiainted lords and 
ladies for upwards of sixty years, and smile, 
with unabated good-humour, at the vanity of 
human wislies. Take him wdth all his faults 
and follies, we scarce ‘‘shall look upon his 
like again !” 

Why should such characleis omm* die } It 
seems iiard upon them and us ! Care fixes 
no sling in their hearts, and their jiersons 

preseiu no mark to the foc-man.” Death 
in them seizes uiion living shadows. 1 hey 
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scarce consume vital air : their gross functioiis 
have been long at an end — they live but to 
paint, to talk or think. Is it that the vice ol* 
age, the miser’s fault, gnaws them ? Many of 
them are not afraid of deatli, but of coming 
to want ; and having begun in poverty, are 
haunted with the idea that they shall end in 
it, and so are willing to die — to swe charges. 
Otherwise, they might linger on forever, and 
‘^defy augury !” 
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It is mentioned in the Life of Salvator Rosa, 
that on the occasion of an altar-piece of his 
being exhibited at Rome, in the triumph of 
the moraenl, he compared himself to Michael 
Angelo, and spoke against Raphael, calling 
him hard, dry, etc. Both these w'cre I’atal 
symptoms for the ultima:i; success of ihe work: 
the picture was in fact ,’fterwards severely 
censured, so as to cause him much uneasi- 
ness ; and he passed a great part of his life in 
quarrelling with the world for admiring his 
landscapes, which were truly excellent, and 
for not admiring his historical pieces, which 
were full of defects. Salvator wanted self- 
knowledge, and that respect for others, which 
is both a cause and consequence of it. Like 
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many more, he mistook the violent and irri- 
table workings of self-will (in a wrong direc- 
tion) for the impulse of genius, and his in- 
sensibility to the vast superiority of others for 
a proof of his e(|ualily with them. 

In the first place, nothing augurs worse for 
, any ones pretensions to Ihe highest rank of 
(*xc(dlence than his making free with those of 
others. He who boldly and unreservedly 
places hims(df on a hwel with lli(‘ 
dcady shews a want of senlimeiil — the only 
thing that can ensure immoitalilv to his own 
works. Wlien we forcjslal the judgment of 
posterity, it is because wc are not confideni 
of it. A mind that brh gs all otliers inio a line 
willi its own naked fV assnm(‘d merits, that 
sees all ol)jects in t'.e foreground as it were, 
that docs not regard the lofty monumenis of 
genius through the atmosphere of fame, is 
coarse, crude, and repulsive as a picture! 
without aerial perspcctiv<'. Time, like dis- 
tance, spreads a haze and a glory round all 
things. Not to perceive this, is to want a 
sense, is to be without imagination Yet there 
.are those who strut in their own self-opinion, 
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and deck themselves out in the plumes of fan- 
cied self-importance as if they were crowned 
with laurel by Apollo’s own hand. There 
was nothing in common between Salvator and 
Michael Angelo : otherwise, the conscious- 
ness of the power with which he had to 
contend would have over-awed and struck 
him dumb 5 so that the very familiarity of his 
approaches proved (as much as any thing else) 
the immense distance placed between them. 
Painters alone seem to have a trick of putting 
themselves on an equal footing with the 
greatest of their predecessors, of advancing, 
on the sole strength of their vanity and pre- 
sumption, to the highest seats in the Temple 
of Fame, of talking of themselves and Raphael 
and Michael Angelo in the same breath ! 
What should we think of a poet who should 
publish to the world, or give a broad hint in 
private, that he conceived himself fidly on a 
par with Homer or Milton or Shakespear? ll 
would J)p loo much for a friend to say so of 
him. lint artists suR'er their friends to puli' 
them in the true “King Cambyses’ vein’' 
Without blushing. Is it that they are often 
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mm without a liberal education, who have no 
notion of any thing that does not come under 
their immediate observation, and who accord- 
ingly prefer the living to the dead, and them- 
selves to all the rest of the world? Or that 
there is something in the nature of the pro- 
fession itself, fixing the view on a particular 
point of time, and not linking the present 
either with the past or future ? 

Again, Salvator s disregard for Raphael, in- 
stead of inspiring him with any thing like 
vain and self-conceit,” ought to have taught 
him the greatest dillidence in himself. In- 
stead of anticipating a triumph over Raphael 
from this circumstance, he might have fore- 
seen in it the sure source of his mortification 
and defeat. The public looked to find in his 
pictures what lie did not see in Raphael, 
and were necessarily disappointed, lie could 
hardly be expected to produce that which 
when produced and set before him, he did 
not feel or understand. The genius for a 
particular thing does not imply taste in ge- 
neral or for other things, but it assuredly pre- 
supposes a taste or feeling for that partidilar 
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tiling;. Salvator was so much oireiided w'ith 
the drjnesSy hardness, etc. of Rapliael, only 
])ecausc* he was not struck, that is, did not 
synipalliise wilh the divine mind within. If 
he had, he would have bowed as at a shrine, 
in spile of ihc homeli ness or finicalness of 
tlie coverin«,^ Let no man build himself a 
spurious self-esteem on his contempt or in- 
dilfercMU'e for acknowledijed excellence. 11(* 
'.\ill in the end pay dear for a momentary 
delusion : for the world will sooner or later 
discover Lliose deficiencies in him, whieln 
HMuler ]iim insensible to all merits l)ut his 
own. 

Of all modes of acejuiring distinction and, 
as it were, "‘^(‘llini* the start of the majestic 
world,” the most absurd as well as disj^nstinf,^ 
is that of seltin<{ aside the claims of others in 
the lump, and holding out our o\’vn particular 
excellence or pursuit as the only one worth 
attending lo. We Ihus set ourselves up as 
I lie standard of perfection, and Irtat every 
ihing else that diverges from dial standard as 
heiKiath our nolice. At this rate, a contempt 
for any thing and a superiorily lo it are sy- 
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nonymous. It is a cheap and a short way .of 
shewing that we possess all excellence within 
ourselves, to deny the use or merit of all 
those qualifications that do not belong to us. 
Vecording to such a mode of computation, it 
would appear that our value is to be estimated 
► not by the number of acquirements that we 
do posvcss, but of those in which we are defi- 
cient and to which wc arc insensible : — so 
that we can at any time supply the place of 
wisdom and skill by a due iiroportion of igno- 
rance, afFeetation, and conceit. If so, the 
dullest fellow, with impudence enough to 
despise what he does not understand, will 
always be die brightest genius and the greatest 
man. If stupidily is to be a substitute for 
taste, knowledge, and genius, any one may 
dogmalise and play Ihe critic on this ground. 
We nray easily make a monopoly of talent, if 
th(‘ lorpcMlo-louch of our callous and wilful 
indiirerence is to neutralise all other preten- 
sions. NN'e have only to deny the advantage's 
of others to make them our own: illiberalily 
will carve out the way to pre-eminence much 
belter than toil or study or quickness of partsj 
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and by narrowing our views and divesting 
ourselves at last of common feeling and hu- 
manity, we may arrogate every valuable ac- 
complishment to ourselves, and exalt our- 
selves vastly above our fellow-mortals ! That 
is, in other words, we have only to shut our 
eyes, in order to blot the sun out of heaven, 
and to annihilate whatever gives light or heat 
to the world, if it does not emanate from one 
single source, by spreading the cloud of our 
own envy, spleen, malice, want of compre 
hension, and prejudice over it. Yet how many 
are there who act upon this theory in good 
earnest, grow more bigoted to it every day, 
and not only become the dupes of it them- 
selves, but by dint of gravity, by bullying and 
brow-beating, succeed in making converts of 
others ! 

A man is a political economist. Good ; but 
this is no reason he should think there is 
nothing else in the world, or that every thing 
else is good for nothing. Let us suppose 
that this is the most important subject, and 
that being his favourite study, he is the best 
judge of that point, still it is not the only one 
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— why then treat every other question pr 
pursuit with disdain as insignificant and 
mean, or endeavour to put others who have 
devoted their whole time to it out of conceit 
with that, on which they depend for their 
amusement or (perhaps) subsistence? I see 
neither the wit, wisdom, nor good-nature 
this mode of proceeding. Let liim fill his 
library with books on this one subject, yet 
other persons are not bound to follow the 
. xamplc, and exclude every other topic from 
theirs — let him write, let him talk, let him 
think on nothing else, but let him not impose 
the same pedantic humour as a duty or a 
mark of taste on others — let him ride the 
high horsey and drag his heavy load of me- 
chanical knowledge along the iron rail-way 
of the master-science, but let him not mov«' 
out of it to taunt or jostle those who are 
jogging quietly along upon their several 
hobbies y who ‘‘ owe him no allegiance,” and 
care not one jot for his opinion. Yet we 
could forgive such a person, if he made it his 
boast that he had read Don Quixote twice 
through in the original Spanish, and pre- 
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fevred Lyeidas to all Milton’s smaller poems ! 

What would Mr. say to any one who 

should profess a contempt for political eco- 
nomy? He would answer very Iduntly and 
very ])roperlY, llu‘n you know notliin^ 
about it.” It is a pity that so sensible a man 
^nd close a reasoner sliould think of puttiii}* 
down other lijjliter and more el(?f^;int pursuits 
by professing a contempt or indilference for 
them, which springs from prceisi ly the same 
source, and is of just the same value. But so 
it is that there seems to be a tacit presumption 
of folly in whatever givers plc^asure; while an 
air of gravity and wisdom hovers round the 
painful and precise ! 

A man comes into a room, and on his tirsi 
entering, declares without preface or cerc'- 
mony his contcMiipt for poetry. Are w^(; thc*re- 
fore to conclude him a greater gejiiiis llian 
Homer? No : but by this cavalier opinion In* 
assumes a certain natural ascendancy over 
those who admire poi‘try. 'J"o look down 
upon any tiling seemingly implies a greaten* 
elevation and enlargement of view tlian to 
look up to it. The present Lord Chancellor 
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took upon him to declare in open court that 
he would not go across the street to hear 
Madame Catalani sing. What did this prove? 
Uis want of an ear for music, not his capacity 
for any thing higher. So far as it Avent, 
it only shewed liim to be inferior to those 
tliousands of persons wlio go with eager ex- 
peelalion to hear her, and come away wnth 
astonishment and rapture. A man might as 
well leJI you he is deaf, and expect you to 
look al him willi more respecl. The want of 
any external sense or organis an acknowledged 
<lefecl and infirmity : the want of an internal 
sense or faculty is equally so, though our self- 
love contrives to give a difFerent turn to it. 
We mortify others l)y thwwing cold water 
on that in wliich they have an advantage over 
us, or stagger their opinion of an excel lenc(? 
which is not of self-evident or absolute lUi- 
Jity, and lessen its supposed value, by limiting 
the universality of a taste for it. Lord Eldon’s 
protest on this occasion was the more extra- 
ordinary, as he is not only a good-natured 
hut a successful man. Iliesc little spiteful 
allusions are most apt to proceed from disap- 
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pointed vanity, and an apprehension that 
justice is not done to ourselves. By being at 
the top of a profession, wo have leisure to 
look beyond it. Those who really excel ami 
are allowed to excel in any thing have no 
excuse for trying to gain a reputation by 
undermining the pretensions of others ; they 
stand on their own ground ; and do not need 
the aid of invidious comparisons. Besides, 
the consciousness of excellence produces a 
fondness for, a faith in it. 1 should ha'f 
suspect that any one could not be a great 
lawyer, who denied that Madame Gatalani 
was a great singer. The Chancellor must 
dislike her decisive tone, the rapidity of her 
movements ! The late Chancellor (Erskine)was 
a man of (at least) a different stamp. In the 
exuberance and buoyancy of his animal spi- 
rits, he scattered the graces and ornaments 
of life over the dust and cobwebs of the law. 
What is there that is now left of him — ^whal 
is there to redeem his foibles, or to recall the 
flush of early enthusiasm in his favour, or 
kindle one spark of sympathy in the breast, 
but his romantic admiration of Mrs. Siddonsi’ 
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Tliere are those who, if you praise J^altofi’s 
Complete Angler, sneer at it as a childish or 
old-womanish performance : some laugh at 
the amusement of fishing as silly, others carp 
at it as cruel; and Dr. Johnson said that “ a 
fishing-rod was a slick with a hook at one 
end, and a fool at the other.” I would 
ratlicr take the word of one who had stood 
for days up to his knees in water, and in the 
coldest weather, intent on this employ, who 
returned to it again with unabated relish, and 
who spent his whole life in the same manner 
without being weary of it at last. There is 
something in this more than Dr. Johnson’s de- 
finition accounts for. A fool does not take an 
interest in any thing ; orif hedoes, it is better 
•to be a fool, than a wise man, whose only 
pleasure is to disparage the pursuits and oc- 
cupations of others, and out of ignorance or 
|)rejudice to condemn them, merely because 
they are not his. 

Whatever interests, is interesting. 1 know 
of no way of estimating the real value of ob- 
jects in all their bearings and consequences, 
but 1 can tell at once their intellectual value 
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by the degree of passion or sentiment the 
very idea and mention of them excites in the 
mind. To judge of things hy reason or the 
calculations of positive utility is a slow, cold, 
uncertain, and barren process — their power 
of appealing to and alT'ecting the imagination 
as subjects of thought and feeling is best 
measured by the habitual impression they 
leave upon the mind, and it is with this only 
we have to do in expressing our delight or 
admiralion of them, or in setting a just men- 
tal value upon them. They ought to excite 
all the emotion which they do excite ; for this 
is the instinctive and unerring result of the 
constant experience we have had of their power 
of aifecting us, and of the associations that 
cling unconsciously to them. Fancy, feeling 
may be very inadequate tests of truth ; but 
truth itself operates chiefly on the human 
mind through them. It is in vain to tell me 
that what excites the heart-felt sigh of youth, 
the tears of delight in age, and fills up the 
busy interv.al between with pleasing and lofty 
thoughts, is frivolous, or a waste of time, or 
of no use. Yon only by that give me a mean 
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opiOion of your ideas of utility. The labour 
of years, the triumph of aspiring genius and 
consummate skill, is not to be put down by 
a cynical frown, by a supercilious smile, by 
an ignorant sarcasm. 1'hings barely of use 
are subjects ot professional skill and scien- 
^tilic inquiry : they must also be beautiful and 
])leasing to attract common attention, and to be 
naturally and universally inleresting. A pair 
of shoes is good to wear : a pair of sandals is 
a more picturesque object; and a statue or a 
poem arc certainly good to think and talk 
about, which are pjirt of lh(j business of life. 
To think and speak of them with contempt is 
therefore a wilful and studied solecism. Pic- 
tures are good things to go and see. This is 
what people do ; they do not expect to taste or 
make a dinner of them ; but we sometimes 
want to fill up the time before dinner. The 
progress of civilisalion and refinement is from 
instrumental to final causes: Ijom supplying 
(he wants of the body to . r(<v' ing luxuries 
for the mind. To stop ili ‘ nechanicaU 
and refuse to proceed !»• i\\y fine arts^ or 
.churlishly to reject all orn.^^/^ nial studies and 
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elegant accomplishments as mean and trivial, 
because they only afford employment to the 
imagination, create food for thought, furnish 
the mind, sustain the soul in health and en- 
joyment, is a rude and barbarous theory — 

“ Et propter vitam pciclere caiisas vivendi.” 

Before we absolutely condemn any thing, 
we ought to be able to shew something belter. 
not merely in itself, but in the same Hass, 
'fo know the best in each class infers a highci’ 
degree of taste ; to reject the class is only a 
negation of taste ■, for different classes do not 
interfere with one another, nor can any one’s 
ipse dixit be taken on so wide a question as 
abstract excellence. Nothing is truly and 
altogether despicable that excites angry con- 
tempt or warm opposition, since this always 
implies that some one else is of a different 
opinion, and takes an equal interest in it. 

When I speak of what is interesting, how- 
ever, I mean not only to a particular profes- 
sion, bn* in general to others. Indeed, it is 
the very popularity and obvious interest at- 
tached to certain studies and pursuits, that 
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excites the envy and hostile regard of graver 
and more recondite professions. Man is 
perhaps not naturally an egotist, or at least 
he is satisfied with his own particular line of 
excellence and the value that he supposes in- 
separable from it, till he comes into the world 
, and finds it of so little account in the eyes of 
the vulgar 5 and he then turns round and 
vents his chagrin and disappointment on those 
more attractive, but (as he conceives) super- 
ficial studies, which cost less labour and pa- 
tience to understand them, and are of so 
much less use to society. The injustice done 
to ourselves makes us unjust to others. The 
man of science and the hard student (from 
this cause, as well as from a certain unbending 
hardness of mind) come at last to regard what- 
ever is generally pleasing and striking as 
worthless and light, and to proportion their 
contempt to the admiration of others 5 while 
the artist, the poet, and the votary of pleasure 
and popularity treat the more solid and useful 
branches of human knowledge as disagreeable 
and dull. This is often carried to too great a 
'length. It is enough that “wisdom isjusti- 
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lied of her children : ” tlie philosopher ought 
lo smile, instead of being angry at the folly of 
mankind (if such it is), and those who find 
both pleasure and profit in adorning and po- 
lishing the airy ‘‘capitals’’ of science and of 
art, ought not lo grudge those who toil un- 
tl(*rground at Ihe foundation, ihe praise that 
is due to llieir p(‘rseveraiicc and self-denial. 
There is a variety of tastes and capacities, that 
ref[uires all the vari(‘ly of men’s talents lo ad- 
minister to it. The less excellent must be 
provided for, as well as llic more excellent. 
Those who are only capable of amusement 
ought to be amused. If all men wcu'e forced 
lo be great philosophers and lasting bene- 
factors of their species, how few of us could 
ever do any thing at all! Dut nature acts 
more impartially, though not improvidmitly. 
Wherever she bestows a iiini for any thing 
on the individual, she implants a corre- 
sponding taste for it in ollun s. We have only 
to “throw our bread upon the waters, and 
after many days vse shall find it again,” l.<;t 
i!s do our best, and vve need not be asljamed 
ol the smallness of our talent, or afraid of the 
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rafiimnies and conleinpt of envious malignejs. 
When Cioldsmith was talking one day to Sir 
Joshua of wriling a fable in wliieh little fishes 
were to he inirodneed, Dr. Johnson rolled 
about uneasily in liis seat and began to laugh, 
on whieli Goldsmith said rather angrily — 
. Mhy do you laugh? If you wx’re to write 
a fable for little fishes, you would make them 
sp(‘aklike great whales!” The reproof was 
just. Johnson uas in truth conscious of 
Goldsjiiitli’s superior inventiveness, and of 
(he lighter graces of his pen, but he wished 
(o reduce every thing to his own pompous 
and oracular style. There are not only books 
for childivn^ but liooks for all ages and for 
both s(;xes. \fler we grow up to years of 
discretion, we do not all become ecpially wise 
at once. Our own tastes change ; the tastes 
of otluu’ individuals are still more dilFercnt. 
It was said the other day, that “ Thomson’s 
Seasons w^ould be read while there was a 
boarding-school girl in the w^orld.” If a 
thousand volumes w^cre written against 
Hers>cys Meditations ^ the Meditations would 
•be read when the criticisms were forgotten. 
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To the illiterate and vain, affectation and 
verbiage will always pass for fine writing, 
while the world stands. No woman ever 
liked Burke, or disliked Goldsmith. It is 
idle to set up an universal standard. There 
is a large class who, in spite of themselves, 
prefer "Westall or Angelica Kaufimau to Ra- 
phael; nor is it fit they should do otherwise. 
We may come to something like a fixed and 
exclusive standard of taste, if we confine 
ourselves to what will please the best judges, 
meaning thereby persons of the most refined 
and cultivated minds, and by persons of the 
most refined and cultivated minds, generally 
meaning ourselves ! * 

To return to the original question. 1 can 
conceive of nothing so little or ridiculous 
as pride. It is a mixture of insensibility and 
ill-nature, in which it is hard to say which 
has the largest share. If a man knows or 

‘ Tlic btioks ihal we like in youth we return to in age, if 
there is nature and simplicity in them. At what age should 
Robinson Crusoe be laid aside? 1 do not think that Don 
Q^iixote is a hook for children j or at least, they understand it 
better as the;- prow up. 
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excels in, or has ever studied any two thing/s, 
I will venture to affirm he will be proud ol‘ 
neither. It is perhaps excusable for a person 
who is ignorant of all but one thing, to 
think that the sole excellence, and to be 
full of himself as the possessor. The way 
to cure him of this folly is to give him 
something else to be proud of. Vanity is a 
building that falls to the ground as you 
widen its foundation, or strengthen the 
props that should support it. The greater a 
man is, the less he necessarily thinks of him- 
self-, for his knowledge enlarges with his at- 
tainments. In himself he feels that he is 
nothing, a point, a speck in the universe, 
except as his mind retlccts that universe, and 
as he enters into the infinite variety of truth, 
beauty, and power contained in it. Let any 
one be brought up among books, and taught 
to think words the only things, and he may 
conceive highly of himself from the profi- 
ciency he has made in language and in letters. 
Let him then be compelled to attempt some 
other pursuit — painting, for instance — and be 
»made to feel the difliculties, the refinements 



ON EGOTISM. 


94 

o(* which it is capable, and llic niimbeu of 
things of which he was nttorly ijjnorant bi;- 
Fore, and lliere wdll be an end of* his pedantry 
and his pride lofjother. Nothinj* but the 
want of comprehension of view or {^[cnerosily 
of spirit can make any one fix on Ids own parti- 
cular accpnreinenl as die limitofall e\ccll(*ncc. , 
No one is (f^enerally spc'akin^;) f>reat in more 
than one thinj* — if he evtends his [nirsidts, 
he dissipates his strength — yet in that one 
thing, how small is tlie interval betw^een liini 
and the nc\t in nu rit and reputation to 1dm- 
s(df! but he ildnks nothing of, or scorns or 
loathes the name of ids rival, so that all tliat 
the other possesses in common goes for no- 
ildng, and the fraction of a dilference be- 
tween them constitutes (in his ojdnion) the 
sum and substance of all that is excellent in 
die universe ! J.et a man be wise, and then 
Ictus ask, will his wisdom make him proud? 
Let him excel all others in the graces of tin? 
mind, has he alao those of the body? Ih* 
has the advantage of fortune, but has he also 
that of birtli^ or u IiC has both, has he health, 
strength, beauty in a supreme degree.^ Oi\ 
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liave not others the same, or docs he think 
all these nothinj;' because he does not possess 
them? The ])roud man fancies that there is 
jio one worth reijarding but liimself : lie 
might as well fancy there is no other being 
but himself. The one is not a greater stretch 
of madness than the oiher. To make pride 
justifiabl(‘, lliere ought to be but one proud 
man in llie w orld ; for if any one individual 
has a right to be so, nobody else lias. So 
far from thinking ourselves superior to all 
ihe rest of tlic species, \vc cannot be sure that 
we are above the meanest and most despised 
individual of it ; for he may have some virtue, 
r>ome excellence, some source of happiness 
or usefulness within himself, which may re* 
deem all other disadvantages : or even if ho 
is without any such hidden worth, this is not 
a siihjeci of exultation, but of regret, to any 
one tinctured with the smallest bnmanity^ 
and he who is totally devoid of llie latt(‘r, 
cannot have much reason to be proud of any 
thing else. Arkwright, who invented the 
spinning-jenny, for many years kept a paltry 
barbers shop in a provip'‘*d town : yet at that 
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time that wonderrul machinery was working 
in his brain, which has added more to the 
wealth and resources of his country than all 
the pride of ancestry or insolence of upstart 
nobility for the last hundred years. We 
should be cautious whom we despise. If we 
do not know them, we can have no right 
to pronounce a hasty sentence : if we do, 
they may espy some few defects in us. No 
man is a hero to his valet-de-chambre. 
What is it then that makes the diflercncei’ 
The dress, and pride. But he is the most of 
a hero who is least distinguished by the one, 
and most free from the other. If we enter 
into conversation upon equal terms with the 
lowest of the people, unrestrained by circum- 
stance, unawed by interest, we shall find in 
ourselves but little superiority over them. 
If we know what they do not, they know 
what we do not. In general, those who do 
things for others, know more about them 
than those for whom they are done. A. 
groom knows more about horses than his 
master. He rides them too : but the one 
rides behind, the other before ! Hence the 
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iiurtiber of forms and ceremonies that haye 
been invented to keep the magic circle of 
willing self-importance inviolate. The hUe 
King sought but one interview wilh Dr. John- 
hon : his present Ma jesly is never tired of the 
«'ompany of Mr. Croker ! 

, ‘ The collision of truth or genius naturally 
gives a sliock to the pride of exalted rank : 
the great and mighty usually seek out the 
dr('gs of mankind, l)uflbons and flaltc'rers, 
for tlieir pampered self-lov(‘ to n*pose on. 
l*ride soon tires of every thing but its sha- 
dow, servility : but how |)Oor a triumph is 
that which exists only by excluding all ri- 
valry, however remote. He who invites 
competition (the only tc'st of merit) who 
c hallenges fair comparison, and weighs dif- 
ferent claims, is alone poss<?ssed of manly 
ambition •, but will not long continue vain or 
proud. Vride is ‘‘a cell of ignorance •, travel- 
ling a-bed.” If we look at .all out of our- 
selves, we must sec how far short w'c are ol’ 
what we would be thought. The man of ge- 
nius is poor; ' the rich man is not a lord : 

* ' ] do not spt'uk oCpovc'ily an dbsidnic f\il ; tUauc;Yi when 

VOL. II. 5 
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the lord wants to be a king : the king is 
nneasy to be a tyrant or a God. Yet he alone, 
who could claim this last character upon 
earth, gave his life a ransom for others ! 
The dwarf in the romance, who saw the 
shadows of the fairest and the mightiest 
among the sons of men pass before him, that 
he might assume the shape he liked best, had 
only his choice of wealth, or beauty, or valour, 
or power. But could he have clutched them 
all, and melted them into one essence of 

accompanied willi luxurious liabilsand vanity, it is a great one. 
Even hards! lips and privations have their use, and give strength 
and endurance. Labour renders ease delightfiil—hunger is 
rhebest sauce. The peasant, who at noon rests from his weary 
task under a hawtliorn hedge, and eats his slice of coarse bread 
and cheese or rusty bacon, enjoys more real luxury than the 
prince with pampered, listless appetite under a canopy of 
state. Why then does the mind of man pity the former, and 
envy the latter ? It is because the imagination changes places 
with others in situation only, not in feeling; and in fancying 
ourselves tlie peasant, we revolt at his homely fare, from not 
being possessed of his gross taste or keen appetite, while in 
thinking of the prince, we suppose ourselves to sit down to 
liis delicuie viands and sumptuous board, with a relish unabat* 
ed by long habit and vicious excess. 1 am not sure whether 
Mandeville has noc given the same answer to this Iiack.'cyed 
question. 
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’prijie, the triumph would not have bepn 
lasting. Could vanity take all pomp and 
power to itself, could it, like the rainbow, 
span the earth, and seem to prop the heavens, 
after all it would be but the wonder of the 
ignorant, the pageant of a moment. The 
fool who dreams that he is great should first 
forget that he is a man, and before he thinks 
of being proud, should pray to be mad. — 
The only great man in modern times, that is, 
the only man who rose in deeds and fame to 
the level of antiquity, who might turn his gaze 
upon himself and wonder at his height, for 
on him all eyes were fixed as his majestic 
stature towered above thrones and monu- 
ments of renown, died the other d.iy in exile, 
and in lingering agony ; and we still see 
fellows strutting about the streets, and fan- 
cying they are something! 

Personal vanity is incompatible with the 
great and the ideal. He who has not seen 
or thought or read of something finer than 
himself, has seen or read or thought little ; 
and he who has, will not be always looking 
-in the glass of his own vanity. Hence poets. 
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artisls, and men of genius in general are 
seldom coxcoml)s, but often slovens ^ for they 
bud something out oflhemscjlvcs better worth 
studying than their own persons. They have 
ail imaginary slandaid in iheir minds, with 
which ordinary features (even their own) will 
not bear a comparison, and they turn their 
llioiighls another way. If a man had a face 
like on(i of Kaphael’s or Titian’s heads, he 
might be proud of it, but not else*, and even 
then, he would be stared at as a non-descript 
by the univeriral English nation.” Few 
persons who have seen the Anlinous or the 
Theseus will be much charmed with their 
own beauty or symmetry; nor will those who 
understand the costume of the antique or 
Vandyke’s dresses, spend much time in deck- 
ing themselves out in all the deformity of 
the prevailing fashion. A coxcomb is his 
own lay-figure, for want of any better mo- 
dels to employ his time and imagination upon. 

There is .ni inverted sort of pride, the re- 
verse of that egotism that has been above 
described, and which, because it cannot be 
every ihing, is dissatisfied with every thing. 
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person who is liable to this infirmity ‘thinks 
nothing done, \vliile any tliinf^ remains to be 
done.” The sanguine egotist prides himseli* 
on what he can do or possesses ; iho morbid 
<*go!ist despises himself for what he wants, 
and is ever going out of his way to attempt 
hopeless and impossible tasks. The ellect 
in either case is not at all owing to reason, 
but to temperament. The one is as easily 
depressed by what mortifies his latent ambi- 
tion, as tlie other is elated by what flatters 
liis immediate vanity. There are persons 
whom no success, no advantages, no applause 
can satisfy, for they dwell only on failure and 
defeat. They constantly “ forget the things 
that are behind, and press forward to tin; 
things that arc before.” The greatest and 
most decided acquisitions would not indem- 
nify them for the smallest deficiency. They 
go beyond the old motto — Ant Ccesar, ant 
nihil — they not only want to be at the head 
of whatever they undertake, but if they suc- 
ceed in that, they immediately w^ant to be at 
the head of something else, no matter how 
gross or trivial. The charm that rivets their 
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affections is not the importance or reputation 
annexed to the new pursuit, but its novelty 
or difficulty. That must be a wonderful 
accomplishment indeed, which baffles their 
skill — nothing is with them of any value but 
as it yives scope to their restless activity of 
mind, their craving after an uneasy and im- 
portunate state of excitement. To tliem the 
pursuit is every thing, the possession nothing. 
1 have known persons of this stamp, who, 
with every reason to be satisfied with their 
success in life, and with the opinion en- 
tertained of them by others, despised them- 
selves because they could not do something 
which they were not bound to do, and which, 
if they coidd have done it, would not have 
added one jot to their respectability, either in 
their own eyes or those of any one else, the 
very insignificance of the attainment irritating 
their impatience, for it is the humour of such 
dispositions to argue, “ If they cannot succeed 
in what is trifling and contemptible, how 
should they succeed in any thing else?” If 
they could make the circuit of the arts and 
sciences and master them all, they would 
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fake to some mechanical exercise, and if tljey 
iailed, he as discontented as ever. All that 
they can do vanishes out of sight the moment 
it is within their grasp, and “nothing is, but 
what is not.” A poet of this description is 
ambitious of the thews and muscles of a prize- 
fighter, and thinks himself nothing without 
them. A prose-writer would be a fine tennis- 
player, and is thrown into despair because he 
is not one, without considering that it re- 
cfiiircs a whole life devoted to the game to 
excel in it 5 and that, even if he could dis- 
pense with this apprenticeship, he would still 
be just as much bound to excel in rope- 
daiicing, or horsemanship, or playing at cup 
and ball like the Indian jugglers, all which is 
impossible. This feeling is a strange mixture 
of modesty and pride. We think nothing of 
what we are, because we cannot be every 
thing with a wish. Goldsmith was even 
jealous ofbeauty in the other sex, and a similar 
character is attributed to Wharton by Pope: 

Though lisleniiig senates hung on all he spoke, 

The club must hail him master ot' the joke.'* 

Players are for going into the church- 
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officers in the army turn players. For myself, 
do what I might, I should think myself a poor 
creature unless I could beat a boy of ten 
years old at chuck-farthing, or an elderlv 
gentlewoman at piquet! 

I’he extreme of fastidious discontent and 
repining is ns bad as that of over-weening 
presumption. We ought to be satisfied if w(^ 
have succeeded in any one tiling, or with 
having done our best. Any thing more is 
for health and amusement, and should ho. 
resorted to as a source of pleasure, not of 
fretful impatience, and endless, pelly, self- 
imposed mortification. Perhaps the jealous, 
uneasy temperament is most favourable to 
continued exertion and improvement, if it 
does not lead us to fritter away attention on 
too many pursuits, by looking out of our- 
selves, we gain knowledge : by being little 
satisfied with what we have done, we are less 
apt to sink into indolence and security. To 
conclude with a piece of egotism : 1 never 
b(‘giu one of these Essajs with a conscious- 
ness of having written a line before*, and 
endeavour to do my best, because I seem 
hitherto to have done nothing ! 
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ON THE LOOK OF A GENTLEMAN. 


“Thf nobleniaii-lonk ? Yes, I know wliai yon iiiran very 
Mell : that look wliioh a nobleman sbould have, ralbcr lliaii 
what they have generally now. The Duke of Dnckingbaiii 
(Sbcflielti') was a genteel man, and bad a great deal the 
look yon speak of. Wycherley was a very genteel man, and 
had the nobleman -look as much as the Duke ofbuckingham.^' 

Pope. 

‘‘He instanced it too in Lord Petei borough, Lord Boling- 
broke, Loid Hincliiiibroke, the Duke of Bolton, and two or 
three more.” — Si’fnci \ ytnecdotes of Pope, 

1 iiAVK chosen the above motto to a very 
delicate subject, which in prudence 1 might 
let alone. I, however, like tlic title; and will 
try, at least, to make a sketch of it. 

' Qnere, Villiers, because in another place it is said, that 
“ when the latter entered the presciice-chainbcr, he attracted 
all eyes by the handsomeness of his person, and the graceful- 
ness of bis demeanour.” 
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What it is that constitutes the look of a 
gentleman is more easily felt than described. 
We all know it when we see it ; but we do 
not know how to account for it, or to explain 
in what it consists. Causa latet, res ipsa 
iiotissima. Ease, grace, dignity have been 
given as the exponents and expressive sym- 
bols of this look; but 1 would rather say, that 
an habitual self-possession determines the 
appearance of a gentleman. He should have 
the complete command not only over his 
countenance, but over his limbs and motions. 
In other words, he should discover in his air 
and manner a voluntary power over his whole 
body, which with every iullcction of it, should 
be under the control of his will. It must be 
evident that he looks and docs as he likes, 
without any restraint, confusion, or awkward- 
ness. He is, in fact, master of his person, as 
the professor of any art or science is of a par- 
ticular instrument; he directs it to what use 
he pleases and intends. Wherever this power 
and facility appear, we recognise the look 
and deportment of the gentleman, that is, 
of a person who by his habits and situation 
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in ‘life, and in his ordinary intercourse with 
society, has had little else to do than to study 
those movements, and that carriage of the 
body, which were accompanied with most 
satisfaction to himself, and were calculated to 
excite the approbation of the beholder. Ease, 
it might be observed, is not enough ; dignity 
is too much. There must be a certain retenu, 
a conscious decorum added to the first, — and 
a certain “ familiarity of regard, quenching 
the austere countenjince of control,” in the 
.second, to answer to our conception of this 
character. Perhaps propriety is as near a word 
as any to denote the manners of the gentle- 
man ; elegance is necessary to the fine gentle- 
man ', dignity is proper to noblemen *, and ma- 
jesty to kings ! 

Wherever this constant and decent subjec- 
tion of the body to the mind is visible in the 
customary actions of walking, sitting, riding, 
standing, speaking, etc. we draw the same 
conclusion as to the individual — whatever 
may be the impediments or unavoidable de- 
fects in the machine, of which he has the 
management. A man may have a mean or 



lo8 ON THE LOOK OF 4 GENTLEMAN. 

disagreeable exterior, may halt in his gait,* or 
have lost the use of half his limbs 5 and yet 
he may shew this habitual attention to what is 
graceful and becoming in the use be makes of 
all the power he has left — in the nice eon- 
duct^' of the most unpromising and impracti- 
cable figure. A hump-backed or deformed 
man does not necessarily look like a clown 
or a mechanic-, on the contrary, from his care 
in the adjustment of his appearance, and nis 
desire to remedy his defects, he for the mosi 
part acquires something of the look of a 
gentleman. The common nick-nam(‘ oi My 
Lardy applied to such persons, has allusion to 
this — to their circumspect deportment, and 
tacit resistance to vulgar prejudice. Lord 
Ogleby , in the Clandestine Marriage, is as cra/v 
a piece of elegance and refinement, even after 
he is “ wound up for the day,’' as can well be 
imagined 5 yet in the hands of a genuine actor, 
his tottering step, his twitches of the gout, his 
unsuccessful attempts at youth and gaiety 
lake nothing from the nobleman. He has th(‘ 
ideal model in his mind, resents his deviations 
from it with proper horror, recovers himself 
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trot)! any ungraceful aclionas soon as possible; 
clocvS all he can with his limited means, and 
I’ails in his just pretensions, not from inadver- 
tence, hut necessity. Sir .losoph Banks, who 
was almost bertt <loubh', retained to the last 
the look of a privv-counsellor. There was all 
the firmness and dignity that could be given 
by the sense of his own importance to so 
distorted and disabled a trunk. Sir Charles 
[hinbury, as he suunt(‘rs down St. James’s- 
street, with a large slouched hat, a lack-lustre 
eye and aquiline nose, an old shabby drab- 
coloured coat, buttoned across his breast 
without a cape — with old top-boots, and his 
hands in his waistcoat or breeches’ pockets, 
as if he wcr<r strolling along his own garden- 
walks, or over the turf at Newmarket, after 
having made his bets secure — presents no- 
thing very dazzling, or graceful, or dignified to 
the imagination ; though you can tell infallibly 
at the first glance, or even a bowshot off, that 
he is a gentleman of the first water (the same 
that sixty years ago married the beautiful 
Lady Sarah L-nn-x, with whom the king was 
in love). What is the clue to this mystery 
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It js evident that his person costs hint no mure 
trouble than an old glove. His limbs are, from 
long practice, left to take care of themselves; 
they move of their own accord; he does not 
strut or stand on tip-toe to shew 

** how tall 

His person is above ihcm all ; 

but beseems to find his own level, and wherc- 
cver he is, to slide into his place naturally ; 
he is equally at home among lords or gam- 
blers; nothing can discompose his fixed sere- 
nity of look and purpose ; there is no mark of 
superciliousness about him, nor does it appear 
as if any thing could meet his eye to startle 
or throw him off his guaixl ; he neither avoids 
nor courts notice; but the aiv/iaism of his 
dress may be understood to denote a lingering 
partiality for the costume of the last age, and 
something like a prescriptive contempt for the 
finery of this. The old one-eyed Duke of 
Queensberry is another example that I might 
quote. As he sat in his bow-window in Picca- 
dilly, erect and emaciated, he seemed like 
a nobleman framed and glazed, or a well- 
dressed mummy of the court of George II. 
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"We have few of these precious specimens of 
the gentleman or nobleman-look now remain- 
ing ; other considerations have set aside the 
exclusive importance of the character, and of 
course,, the jealous attention to the outward 
expression of it. Where we ollenest meet 
with it now-a-days, is, perhaps, in the butlers 
in old families, or the valets and “ gentle- 
men’s gentlemen” of the younger branches. 
The sleek pursy gravity of the one answers to 
the stately air of some of their quondam mas- 
ters 5 and the flippancy and finery of our old- 
fashioned beaux, having been discarded by the 
heirs to the title and estate, have been retained 
by their lackeys. The late Admiral Byron 
(I have heard Northcote say) had a butler, 
or steward, who, from constantly observing 
liis master, had so learned to mimic him— the 
look, the manner, the voice, the bow were so 
alike — ^he was so “ subdued to the very qua- 
lity of his lord” — that it was diflicult to dis- 
tinguish them apart. Our modern footmen, 
as wc sec them fluttering and lounging in 
lobbies or at the doors of ladies’ carriages, 
bedizened in lace and powder, with ivory- 
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headed cane and embroidered gloves, give 
one the only idea of the fine gentlemen of 
former periods, as they are still occasionally 
represented on the stage; and indeed our 
Ihealrical heroes, wlio lop sueli parts, might 
be supposed to have copied, as a last resource, 
from the heroes of the shoulder-knot. AVe 
also sometimes meet with a straggling perso- 
nation of this character, got up in common 
life from pure romantic ontliusiasm, and on 
absolutely ideal principles. 1 recollect a well- 
grown comely haberdasher, who made a 
practice of walking every day from bishop s- 
gate-street to rail-mail and bond-street with 
the undaunted air and strut of a general- 
ollicer: and also a prim undertaker, who re- 
gularly tendered his person, wdieiicver tJie 
weather would permit, from the neighbour- 
hood of Camberwell into the favourite pro- 
menades of the city, with a mincing gait 
that would have become a genlleman-iisher 
of the black-rod . AVhat a strange infatuation 
to live in a dream of benng taken for what one 
is not — in deceiving others, and at the same 
time ourselves; for no doubt these persons 
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believed that they thus appeared to the world 
in their true characters, and that their assumed 
pretensions did no more than justice to their 
real merits. 

Dress makes the man, and want of it the fellow; 

The rest is all but leather and prunella!” 

1 confess, however, that 1 admire this look 
of a gentleman, more when it rises from the 
level of common life, and bears the stamp of 
intellect, than when it is formed out of the 
mould of adventitious circumstances. I think 
more highly of Wycherley tlian 1 do of Lord 
llinchinbroke, for looking like a lord. In 
the one, it was the cflect of native genius, 
grace, and spirit; in the other, comparatively 
.speaking, of pride or custom. A vi.sitor com- 
plimenting Voltaire on the growth and flourish- 
ing condition of some trees in his grounds, 
“ Aye,” said the Frcncli wit, “ they have 
noUiing else to do !” A lord has nothing to 
do^ but to look like a lord : our comic poet 
had something else to do, and did it ! ' 

* WycLcrlcy was a great faYouiiit: with the Dn dies.'* of 
Cleveland. 
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Though the disadvantages of nature or 
accident do not act as obstacles to the look 
of a gentleman, those of education and em- 
ployment do. A shoe-maker, who is bent in 
two over his daily task; a tailor who sits 
cross-legged all day; a ploughman, who wears 
clog-shoes over the furrowed miry soil, and 
can hardly drag his feet after him ; a scholar 
who has pored all his life over books — are 
not likely to possess that natural freedom and 
».‘ase, or to pay that strict attention to personal 
appearances, that the look of a gentleman 
implies. I might add, that a man-milliner 
behind a counter, who is compelled to sliew 
every mark of complaisance to his customers, 
but hardly expects common civility from 
them in return; or a sherilTs officer, who has 
a consciousness of power, but none of good- 
will to or from any body, arc equally n,-- 
mote from the beau ideal of this character. 
A man who is awkward from bashfulness is a 
clown ; as one who is shewing oil' a numi)cr 
of impertinent airs and graces at every turn, 
is a coxcomb, or an upstart. Mere awk- 
wardiK as or -usticity of behaviour may aris<*, 
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either from want of presence of mind in the 
company of our betters, (the commonest hind 
goes about his regular business without any 
of the mauvaise honte") from a deficiency of 
breeding, as it is called, in not having been 
taught certain fashionable accomplishments 
, — or from unremitting application to certain 
sorts of mechanical labour, unfitting the body 
for general or indifferent uses. (That vul- 
garity which proceeds from a total disregard 
of decorum, and want of careful control 
over the different actions of the body — such 
as loud speaking, boisterous gesticulations, 
etc. is rather rudeness and violence, than 
awkwardness or uneasy restraint.) Now the 
gentleman is free from all these causes of 
■ungraceful demeanour. He is independent 
in his circumstances, and is used to enter into 
society on equal terms; he is taught the 
modes of address and forms of courtesy most 
commonly practised and most proper to ingra- 
tiate him into the good opinion of those he 
associates with ; and he is relieved from the 
necessity of following any of those laborious 
trades or callings which cramp, strain, and 
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clistort the human frame. He is not bound to 
do any one earthly thing; to use any exertion, 
or put himself in any posture, that is not per- 
fectly easy and graceful, agreeable and beco- 
ming. Neither is he (at the present day) re- 
quired to excel in any art or science, game or 
exercise. He is supposed qualified to danct‘ 
a minuet, not to dance on the tight rope — to 
stand upright, not to stand on his head. He 
has only to sacrifice to the Graces. Alcibiadcs 
threw away a tliUo, because the playing on it 
discomposed his features, lake the fine 
gentleman out of the common boarding 
school or drawing-room accomplishments, 
and set him to any ruder or more dillicult 
task, and he will make but a soriy figure. 
Ferdinand in the l^cmpesi, when he is put by 
Prospero to carry logs of w^ood, does not 
strike ns as a very heroical character, though 
he loses nothing of the king’s son. If a young 
gallant of Uie first fashion were asked to shoe 
a horse, o:- hold a plough, or fell a tree, he 
would maki a very ridiculous business of the 
first experiment. I saw a set of young naval 
officers, genteel -looking young men, 
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playing at rackets not long ago, and it, is 
impossible to describe the uncouthness of 
their motions and unaccountable contrivances 
for hitting the ball. Something effeminate as 
well as common-place, then, enters into the 
composition of the gentleman : he is a little 
of the petii’inaitre in his pretensions. He is 
only graceful and accomplished in those 
things to which he has paid almost his whole 
attention, such as the carriage of his body, 
and adjustment of his dr^'ss; and to which he 
rs of sullicient impoitancc in the scale of so- 
ciety to attract the idle attention of others. 

A mans manner of presenting himself in 
company is but a superficial test of his real 
qualifications. Serjeant Atkinson, we arc 
assured by Fielding, would have marched, 
at the head of his platoon, up to a masked 
battery, with less apprehension than he came 
into a room full of pretty women. So we may 
sometimes see persons look foolish enough 
on entering a parly, or returning a salutation, 
who instantly feel themselves at home and 
recover all their self-possession, as soon as 
any of that sort of conversation begins from 
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'Mfhich nine>tenths of the company retire in 
the extremesl trepidation, lest they should 
betray their ignorance or incapacity. A high 
spirit and stubborn pride are often accom- 
panied with an unprepossessing and unpre- 
tending appearance. The greatest heroes do 
not discover it by their looks. There are indi- 
viduals of a nervous habit, who might be said 
to abhor their own persons, and to startle at 
their own appearance, as the peacock tries to 
hide its legs. They are always shy, uncom- 
fortable, restless ; and all their actions art*, 
in a manner, at cross-purposes w'ilh them- 
selves. This, of course, destroys the look we 
are speaking of, from the want of ease and 
self-confidence. There is another sort who 
have too much negligence of manner and 
contempt for formal punctilios. They lake 
their full swing in whatever they are about, 
and make it seem almost necessary to get out 
of their way. Perhaps something of this bold, 
licentious, slovenly, lounging character may 
he objected l.'y a fastidious eye to the ajipcar- 
ance of Lord Castlereagh. It might be said 
of him, withniii disparagement, that he looks 
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.indre like a lord than like a gentleman. Vie 
We nothing petty or finical, assuredly — no- 
thing hard-bound or reined-in — ^but a flow- 
ing outline, a broad free .style. He sits in 
the Hilise of Commons, with his hat slouched 
over his forehead, and a sort of stoop in his 
shoulders, as if he cowered over his anta- 
gonists, like a bird of prey over its quarry, 
“ hatching vain empires.” There is an irre- 
gular grandeur about him, an unwieldy power, 
loose, disjointed, “voluminous and vast,” 
coiled up in the folds of its own purposes, 
cold, death-like, smooth and smiling, — that is 
neither quite at ease with itself, nor safe for 
others to approach ! On the other hand, there 
is the Marquis Wellesley, a jewel of a man. 
'He advances into his place in tlie House of 
Lords, with head erect, and his best foot 
foremost. The star sparkles on his breast, 
and the garter is seen bound tight below his 
knee. It might be thought that he still trod a 
measure on soft carpels, and was surrounded 
nut only by spiritual and temporal lords, but 


“ Stoics of Jadies, whose blight eyes 
Uain infliicnco, and judge tlic prize.'*’ 
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The chivalrous spirit that shines through him. 
the air of gallantry in his personal as well as' 
rhetorical appeals to the House, glances a 
partial lustre on the Woolsack as he addresses 
it; and makes Lord Erskine raise his lUnken 
head from a dream of transient popularity. 
His heedless vanity throws itself nnblushingly 
on the unsuspecting candour of his hearers, 
and ravishes mute admiration. You would 
almost guess of this nobleman beforehand that 
he was a Marquis — something higher than an 
earl, and less important than a duke. Nature 
has just fitted him for the niche he fills in the 
scale of rank or title. He is a finished minia^ 
tiirc-piclure set in brilliants : Lord Castlereagh 
might be compared to a loose sketch in oil, 
not properly hung. The character of the one 
is ease, of the oIIkt, el(!gance. Elegance is 
something more than case ; it is more than a 
freedom from awkwardness or restraint. It 
implies, 1 conceive, a precision, a polish, a 
sparkling etfect, spirited yet delicate, which 
is perfectly exemplified in Lord M'^elleslcy’s 
face and figure. 

Tlu* greatest contrast to this little lively 
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nobleman was the late Lord Stanhope. Tall 
^bove his peers, he presented an appearance 
something between a Patagonian chief and 
one of the Long Parliament. 'With his long 
black hair, ‘‘unkempt and wild” — ^his black 
clothes, lank features, strange antics, and 
. screaming voice, he was the Orson of debate. 

“ A Satyr that conics staring from the woods. 

Cannot at first speak like an orator.** 

Yet he was both an orator and a wit in his 
way. His harangues were an odd jumble of 
logic and mechanics, of the Statutes at large 
and Joe Miller jests, of stern principle and sly 
humour, of shrewdness and absurdity, of 
method and madness. What is more extra- 
■ordinary, he was an honest man. He was out 
of his place in the House of Lords. He par- 
ticularly delighted, in his eccentric onsets, 
to make havoc of the bench of bishops. “ I 
like,” said he, “ to argue with one of my 
locds the bishops ; and the reason why I do 
so is, that I generally have the best of the 
argument.” He was altogether a different 
man from Lord Eldon; yet his lordship “gave 
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h^m good ceillades/’ as he broke a jest,' or 
argned a moot-point ; and while he spoke, •' 
smiles, rogoish twinkles, glittered in the 
GianceUor’s eyes. 

The look of the gentleman, ‘*the nobleman 
look,” is little else than the reflection of the 
looks of the world. AVe smile at those who 
smile upon ns : we are gracious to those who 
pay their court to us : we naturally acquire 
confidence and ease when all goes well with 
us, when we are encouraged by the blandish- 
ments of fortune, and the good opinion of 
mankind. A whole street bowing regularly 
to a man every time he rides out, may teach 
him how to pull off his hat in return, without 
supposing a particular genius for bowing 
(more than for governing or any thing else) 
bora in the family. It has been observed 
Aat persons who sit for their pictures improve 
the character of their countenances, from the 
desire they have to procure the most favour- 
able representation of themselves. “ Tell 
me, pray good Mr. Carmine, when you come 
to flic eyes, that I may call up a look,” says 
the Alderman’s wife, in Foote’s farce of Taste. 
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La^es grow handsome by looking at them- 
^ selves in the glass, and heightening the 
agreeable air and expression of features they 
so much admire there. So the favourites of 
fortune adjust themselves in the glass of 
fashion and the flattering illusions of public 
opinion. Again, the expression of face in 
the gentleman, or thorough-bred man of the 
world is not that of Tenement so much as 
of flexibility •, of sensibility or enthusiasm, so 
much as of indifference : — ^it argues presence 
of mind, rather than enlargement of ideas. 
In this it differs from the heroic and philo- 
sophical look. Instead of an intense unity of 
purpose, wound up to some great occasion, 
it is dissipated and frittered down into a 
number of evanescent expressions, fitted for 
every variety of unimporta>nt occurrences ; 
instead of the expansion of general thought 
or intellect, you trace chiefly the little, trite, 
cautious, moveable lines of conscious, but 
cojicealed self complacency. If Raphael had 
painted St. Paul as a gentleman, what a figure 
he would have made of the great Aposde of 
the Gentiles — occupied with himself, not 
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carried away, raised, inspired with his subject 
— ^insinuating his doctrines into his audience, 
not launching them from him with the tongues 
of the Holy Spirit, and with looks of fieiy, 
scorching zeal ! Gentlemen luckily can afford 
to sit for their own portraits : painters do not 
ti'ouble them to sit as studies for history. 
What a difference is there in this respect 
between a Madonna of Raphael, and a lady 
of fashion, even by Vandyke : the former 
refined and elevated, the latter light and 
trifling, with no emanation of soul, no depth 
of feeling, — each arch expression playing on 
the surface, and passing into any other at 
pleasure, — no one thought having its full 
scope, but checked by some other, — ^soft, 
careless, insincere, pleased, affected, amiable ! 
The French physiognomy is more cut up and 
subdivided into petty lines and sharp angles 
than any other : it does not want for subtlety, 
or an air of gentility, which last it often has in 
a remarkable degree, — but it is the most un- 
poetical and the least picturesque of all others. 

1 cannot explain what I mean by this variable 
telegraphic machinery of polite expression 
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b^ter than by an obvious allusion. Every 
one by walking the streets of London (or any 
other populous city) acquires a walk which 
is easily distinguished from that of strangers ; 
a quick flexibility of movement, a smart jerk, 
an aspiring and confident tread, and an air 
as if on the alert to keep the line of march ; 
but for all that, there is not much grace or 
grandeur in tliis local strut : you see the 
person is not a country-bumpkin, but you 
would not say, he is a hero or a sage — ^because 
he is a cockney. So it is in passing through 
the artificial and thickly peopled scenes of 
life. You get the look of a man of the world : 
you rub off' the pedant and the clown ; but 
you do not make much progress in wisdom 
or virtue, or in the characteristic expression 
of either. 

The character of a gentleman (1 take it) 
may be explained nearly thus : — A blackguard 
( un vmirien J is a fellow who does not care 
v^?llom he off'ends : — a clown is a blockhead 
who does not know when he offends : — a 
gentleman is one who understands and shews 
^cvery mark of deference to the claims of self- 
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Ictve in others, and exacts it in return from 
them. Politeness and the pretensions to the 
character in question have reference almost 
entirely to this reciprocal manifestation of 
good-will and good opinion towards each 
other in casual society. Morality regulates 
our sentiments and conduct as they have a 
connection with ultimiitc and important con- 
sequences : — manners, properly >peaking, re- 
gulate our words and actions in the routine 
of personal intercourse. They have little to 
do with real kindness of intention, or prac- 
tical services, or disinterested sacrifices ; but 
they put on the garb, and mock the appear- 
ance of these, in order to prevent a breach 
of the peace, and to smooth and varnish over 
the discordant materials, when any number 
of individuals are brought in contact together. 
The conventional compact of good manners 
does not reach beyond the moment and the; 
company. Say, for instance, that the rabble, 
the labouring and industrious part of the 
community, are taken up with supplying their 
own wants, and pining over their own hard- 
ships — scrambling for what they can get. 
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and not refining on any of their pleasure, 

I or troubJing themselves about the fastidious 
pretensions of others : again, there are phi- 
losophers who are busied in the pursuit of 
truth, or patriots who are active for the 
good of their country; but here, we will 
suppose, are a knot of people got together, 
who, having no serious wants of their own, 
with leisure and independence, and caring 
little about abstract truth or practical utility, 
arc met for no mortal purpose but to say and 
to do all manner of obliging things, to pay 
the greatest possible respect, and shew the 
most delicate and flattering attentions to one 
another. The politest set of gentlemen and 
ladies in the world can do no more than this. 

• The laws that regulate this species of select 
and fantastic society are conformable to its 
ends and origin. The fine gentleman or lady 
must not, on any account, say a rude thing 
to the persons present, but may turn them 
into the utmost ridicule the instant they 
are gone : nay, not to do so is sometimes 
considered as an indirect slight to the party 
Yhat remains. You must compliment your 
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bitterest foe to his face^ and may slander 
your dearest friend behind his back. The 
last may be immoral, but it is not unman- 
nerly. The gallant maintains his title to this 
character by treating every woman he meets 
with the same marked and unremitting at- 
tention as if she was his mistress : the courtier 
treats every man with the same professions 
of esteem and kindness as if he were an ac- 
complice witli him in some plot against 
mankind. Of course, these professions, 
made only to please, go for nothing in prac- 
tice. To insist on them afterwards as literal 
obligations, would be to betray an ignorance 
of this kind of interlude or masquerading in 
real life. To ruin your friend at play is not 
inconsistent with the character of a gentleman 
and a man of honour, if it is done with civi- 
lity, though to warn him of his danger, so as 
to imply a doubt of his judgment, or inter- 
ference with his will, would be to subject 
yourself to be run fhrough the body with a 
sword. It is that which wounds the self-love 
of the individual that is offensive — that which 
Hatters it that is welcome — however salutary 



ON THE LOOK OF A GENTLEMAN. I 39 

the one, or however fatal the other may be,^A 
habit of plain-speaking is totally contrary to the 
tone of good-breeding. You must prefer the 
opinion of the company to your own, and 
even to truth. 1 doubt whether a gentleman 
must not be of the Established Church, and a 
Tory. A true cavalier can only be a martyr 
to prejudice or fashion. A Whig lord appears 
to me as great an anomaly as a patriot king. 
A sectary is sour and unsociable. A philoso- 
pher is quite out of the question. He is in 
the clouds, and had better not be letdown on 
the floor in a basket, to play the blockhead. 
He is sore to commit himself in good company 
— and by dealing always in abstractions, and 
driving at generalities, to offend against the 
three proprieties of time, place, and person. 
Authors arc angry, loud, and vehement in ar- 
gument : the man of more refined breeding, 
who has been “ all tranquillity and smiles,” 
goes away, and tries to ruin the antagonist 
wliom he could not vanquish in a dispute. 
The manners of a court and of polished life 
are by no means downright, straight-forward, 
but the contrary. They have something dra- 
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matic in ihem ; each person plays an assumed 
pari; the affected, overstrained politeness 
and suppression of real sentiment lead to 
concealed irony and a spirit of satire and 
raillery ; and hence we may account for the 
perfection of the genteel comedy of the cen- 
tury before the last, when poets were allowed 
to mingle in the court-circles, and took their 
cue from the splendid ring 

“Of mimic statesmen and their merry king.” 

The essence of this sort of conversation and 
intercourse, both on and off the stag^, has 
somehow since evaporated ; the disguises of 
royalty, nobility, gentry have been in some 
measure seen through : we Iwve become in- 
dividually of little importance, compared with 
greater objects, in the eyes of our neighbours, 
and even in our own ; abstract topics, not 
personal pretensions, are the order of the 
day ; so that what remains of the character 
we have been talking of, is chiefly exotic and 
provincial, and may be seen still flourishing 
in country-places, in a wholesome state of 
vegetable decay ! 
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‘A man may have the manners of a gently- 
'^■man without having the look, and he may 
have the character of a gentleman, in a more 
abstracted point of view, without the man- 
ners. The feelings of a gentleman, in this 
higher sense, only denote a more refined hu- 
manity — a spirit delicate in itself, and unwill- 
ing to offend, either in the greatest or the 
smallest things. This may be coupled with 
absence of mind, with ignorance of forms, 
and frequent blunders. But the will is good. 
The spring of gentle offices and true regards 
is untainted. A person of this stamp blushes 
at an impropriety he was guilty of twenty 
years before, though he is, perhaps, liable to 
repeat it to-morrow. He never forgives him- 
self for even a slip of the tongue, that implies 
an assumption of superiority over any one. 
In proportion to the concessions made to him, 
he lowers his demands. He gives the wall 
to a beggar ; ‘ but does not always bow to 

' I'hc ^v^itcr of this Essay once saw a Prince of the Blood 
pull ofl* his hat to every one in the street, till he came lo 
the beggarman that swept the crossing. This was a nice 
ilislinctlon. Farther, it was a distinction that the writer of 
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great men. This class of character has been 
called “ God Almighty’s gentlemen.” There 
are not a great many of them. — The /afe 
G. Dyer was one^ for we understand that 
that gentleman was not able to survive some 
ill-disposed pei’son’s having asserted of him, 
that he had mistaken Lord Castlereagh for 
the Author of Waverley ! 

this Essay would not make to he a Piincc of the Blood. 
Perhaps, however, a question might be started in the manner 
of Montaigne, whether the beggar did not pull off his hat in 
quality of asking charity, and not as a mark of respect. Now 
a Prince may decline giving charity, though he is obliged to 
return a civility. If he does not, he may be treated with dis- 
respect another time, and that is an alternative he is bound 
to prevent. Any other person might set up such a plea, but 
the person to whom a whole street had been bowing just 
before. 



ESSAY XTH, 


ON READING OLD BOOKS. 


I KATE to read new books. There arc 
twenty or thirty volumes that 1 have read over 
and over again, and these are the only ones 
that I have any desire ever to read at all. It 
was a long time before 1 could bring myself 
to sit down to the Tales of My Landlord, but 
now that author’s works have made a consi- 
derable addition to my scanty library. I am 
told that some of Lady Morgan’s are good, and 
have been recommended to look into Anas- 
tasias ; but 1 have not yet ventured upon that 
task. A lady, the other day, could not re- 
frain from expressing her surprise to a friend, 
who said he had been reading Delphine ; — she 
asked~“If it had not been published some 
lime back?” 'Women judge of books as they 
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do of fashions or complexions, which are ad- 
mired only “ in their newest gloss.” That is 
not my way. I am not one of those who 
trouble the circulating libraries much, or 
pester the booksellers for mail-coach copies 
of standard periodical publications. I cannot 
say that 1 am greatly addicted to black-letter, 
but 1 profess myself well versed in the marble 
bindings of Andrew Millar, in the middle of 
the last century ; nor does my taste revolt at 
Thurloe’s State Papers, in Russia leather; or 
an ample impression of Sir William Temple’s 
Essays, with a portrait after Sir Godfrey Knellcr 
in front. 1 do not think altogether the worse 
of a book for having survived the author a 
generation or two. 1 have more confidence 
in the dead than the living. Contemporary 
writers may generally be divided into two 
ebsses — one’s friends or one’s foes. Of the 
first we are compelled to think too well, and 
of the last we are disposed to think too ill, to 
receive much genuine pleasure from the per- 
usal, or to judge fairly of the merits of either. 
One candidate for literary fame, who hs^pens 
to be of oar acquaintance, writes finely, and ' 
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like a man of genius ; but unfortunately has ja 
foolish face, which spoils a delicate passage : 
— another inspires us with the highest respect 
for his personal talents and character, but 
does not quite come up to our expectations 
in print. All these contradictions and petty 
details interrupt the calm current of our re- 
flections. If you want to know what any of 
the authors were who lived before our time, 
and are still objects of anxious inquiry, you 
have only to look into their works. But the 
dust and smoke and noise of modern litera- 
ture have nothing in common with the pnre, 
silent air of immortality. 

When I take up a work that I have read 
before (the oftener the better) I know what 
■I have to expect. The satisfaction is not les- 
sened by being anticipated. When the en- 
tertainment is altogether new, 1 sit down to 
it as I should to a strange dish— turn and 
pick out a bit here and there, and am in doubt 
what to think of the composition. There is 
a want of confidence and security to second 
appetite. New-fangled books are also like 
made-dishes in this respect, that they are 
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generally little else than hashes and rifacci- 
mentos of what has been served up entire 
and in a more natural state at other times. 
Besides, in thus turning to a well-known au- 
thor, there is not only an assurance that my 
time will not be thrown away, or my palate 
nauseated with the most insipid or vilest trash, 
—but I shake hands with, and look an old, 
tried, and valued friend in the face, — compare 
notes, and chat the hours away. It is true, 
we form dear friendships with such ideal 
guests— dearer, alas! and more lasting, than 
those with our most intimate acquaintance. 
In reading a book which is an old favourite 
with me (say the first novel I ever read) 1 not 
only have the pleasure of imagination and of 
a critical relish of the work, but the pleasures 
of memory added to it. It recalls the same 
feelings and associations which 1 had in first 
reading it, and which 1 can never have again 
in any other way. Standard productions of 
this kind are links in the chain of our con- 
scious being. They bind together the differ- 
ent scattered divisions of our personal iden- 
tity. They are land-marks and guides in our 
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joftrney through life. They are pegs aqd 
loops on \rhich we can hang up, or from 
which we can take down, at pleasure, the 
wardrobe of a moral imagination, the relics of 
our best alTections, the tokens and records of 
our happiest hours. They are “for thoughts 
and for remembrance ! ” They are like Fortu- 
natus’s "Wishing-CaiJ — ^they give us the best 
riches — those of Fancy ; and transport us, not 
over half tlic globe, but (which is better) over 
half our lives, at a word’s notice! 

. My father Shandy solaced himself with 
Bruscarabille. Give me for this purpose a 
volume of Peregrine Pickle or Tom Jones. 
Open cither of (hem any where — ^at the Me- 
moirs of Lady Vane, or the adventures at (ho 
•■masquerade with Lady Bcllaston, or (he dis- 
putes between Thwackumand Square, ortho 
escape of Molly Scagrim, or the incident of 
Sophia and her muff, or (he edifying prolixity 
of her aunt’s lecture — and there I find the 
•«ftme delightful, busy, bustling scene as ever, 
and feel myself the same as when 1 was first 
introduced into the midst of it. Nay, some- 
times the sight of an odd volume of these 

6 . 
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good old English authors on a stall, or du? 
name lettered on the hack among others on 
the shelves of a library, answers the purpose, 
revives the whole train of ideas, and sets 
“ the puppets dallying.” Twenty years are 
struck off the list, and 1 am a child again, 
A sage philosopher, who was not a very wise 
man, said, that he should like vciy well to 
be young again, if he could take his expe- 
rience along with him. The ingenious per- 
son did not seem to be aware, by the gravity 
of his remark, that the great advantage of 
being young is to be without this weight of 
experience, which he w’ould fain place upon 
the shoulders of youth, and which never 
comes too late with years. Oh ! what a pri- 
vilege to be able to let this hump, like 
Christian’s burthen, drop from off one’s back, 
and transport oiie’s-self, by the help of a 
little musty duodecimo, to the time when 
“ignorance was bliss,” and when we first 
got a peep at the raree-show of the world, 
through the glass of fiction — gazing at man- 
kind, as we do at wild beasts in a menagerie, 
through the bars of their cages — or at cu- 
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riesities in a museum, that we must not touch! 
Foe myself, not only are the old ideas of the 
contents of the work brought back to my 
mind in all their vividness, but the old asso 
ciations of the faces and persons of those 1 
then knew, as they were in their life-time — 
the place where 1 sat to read the volume, 
the day when 1 got it, the feeling of the air, 
the fields, the sky — return, and all my early 
impressions with them. This is better to me 
— those places, those times, those persons, 
and those feelings that come across me as I 
retrace the story and devour the page, are to 
me better far than the wet sheets of the last 
new novel from the Ballantyne press, to say 
nothing of the Minerva press in Lcadenhall- 
strect. It is like visiting the scenes of early 
youth. 1 think of the time “ when 1 was in 
iny father's house, and my path ran down 
with butter and honey,” — ^when 1 was a little, 
thoughtless child, and had no other wish or 
care but to con my daily task, and be happy! 
— ^Tom Jones, 1 remember, was the first 
work that broke the spell. It came down in 
umbers once a fortnight, in Cooke’s pocket- 
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edition, embellislicd with cuts. I had hi- 
therto read only in school-hooks, and a tire- 
some ecclesiastical history (with the exception 
of Mrs. Radclille’s Romance of the Forest): 
hut this had a different relish with it, — 
“sweet ill the mouth,” though not “hitter 
in the helly.” It smacked of the world 1 
lived in, and in w'hich I was to live — and 
shewed me groups, “gay creatures” not “of 
the element,” hut of the earth; not “ living 
in the clouds,” hut travelling tlie same road 
that I did ; — some that had passed on heforc 
me, and others that might soon overtake me. 
My heart had palpitated at the thoughts of a 
hoarding-school hall, or gala-day at Midsum- 
mer or Christmjis : hut the world 1 had found 
out in Cooke’s edition of the British Novelists 
was to me a dance through life, a perpetual 
gala-day. The six - penny numhers of this 
work regularly contrived to leave off just in 
the middle of a sentence, and in the nick of 
a story, where Tom Jones discovers Squar?- 
behind the blanket ; or where Parson Adams, 
in the inextricable confusion of events, very 
undesignedl’' gets to bed to Mrs. Slip-slop. 
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me caution the reader against this im- 
pression of Joseph Andrews-, for there is a 
picture of Fanny in it which he should not 
set his heart on, lest he should never meet 
with any thing like it : or if he should, it 
would, perhaps, be better for him that he 

had not. It was just like ! "With 

what eagerness I used to look forward to the 
next number, and open the prints! Ah! 
never again shall 1 feel the enthusiastic de- 
light with which 1 gazed at the figures, and 
anticipated the story and adventures of Major 
Bath and Commodore Trunnion, of Trim and 
my Uncle Toby, of Don Quixote and Sancho 
and Dapple, of Gil Bias and Dame Lorenza 
Sephora, of Laura and the fair Lucretia, 
whose lips open and shut like buds of roses. 
To what nameless ideas did they give rise, — 
with whataii7 delights 1 filled up the outlines, 
as I hung in silence over the page! — ^Let me 
still recall them that they may breathe fresh 
fife into me, and that I may live that birthday 
of thought and romantic pleasure over again ! 
Talk of the ideal! This is the only true 
l3eal — the heavenly tints of Fancy reflected 
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in the bubbles that float upon the spring- tide 
oi' human life. 

“ Oh! Memory! shield me from the world's poor strife, 
And give those scenes thine everlasting life ! " 

The paradox with ivhich I set out is, 1 
hope, less startling than it was; the reader 
will, by this time, have been let into iny 
secret. Much about the same time, or 1 be- 
lieve rather earlier, I took a particular satis- 
faction in reading Chubb’s Tracts, and I often 
think 1 will get them again to wade through. 
There is a high gusto of polemical divinity in 
them; and you fancy tliat you hear a club of 
shoemakers at Salisbury, debating a dispu- 
table text from one of St. Paul’s Epistles in a 
workmanlike style, w'ilh equal shrewdness 
and pertinacity. 1 cannot say much for my 
metaphysical studies, into which I launched 
shortly after with great ardour, so as to make 
a toil of a pleasure. 1 was presently entan- 
gled in the briers and thorns of subtle dis-^ 
tinctions — of “fate, free-will, foreknowledge 
absolute,” though I cannot add that “in llieir 
wandering maze I found no end;” for I did 
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arpive at some very satisfactory and potept 
conclusions; nor will 1 go so far, however 
ungrateful the subject might seem, as to ex- 
claim with Marlowe’s Faustus — “Would I had 
never seen Wittenberg, never read book” — 
that is, never studied such authors as Hartley, 
Hume, Berkeley, etc. Locke’s Essay on the 
Human Understanding is, however, a work 
from which I never derived either pleasure 
or profit ; and Hobbes, dry and powerful as 
he is, I did not read till long afterwards. 1 
read a few poets, which did not much hit 
my taste, for 1 would have the reader un- 
derstand, 1 am deficient in the faculty of ima- 
gination; but 1 fell early upon French ro- 
mances and philosophy, and devoured them 
'.tooth-and-nail. Many a dainty repast have 
1 made of the New Eloise ; — the description 
of the kiss; the exeursion on the water; the 
letter of St. Preux, recalling the time of their 
first loves ; and the account of Julia’s death ; 
"Aese 1 read over and over again with un- 
speakable delight and wonder. Some years 
after, when I met with this work again, 1 
found I had lost nearly my whole relish for 
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it (except some few parts) and was, I I'e- 
member, very much mortified with the change 
in my taste, which I sought to attribute to 
the smallness and gilt edges of the edition J 
had bought, and its being perfumed with 
rose-leaves. Nothing could exceed the gra- 
vity, the solemnity with which I carried home 
and read the Dedication to the Social Con- 
tract, with some other pieces of the same au- 
thor, which 1 had picked up at a stall in a 
coarse leathern cover. Of the Confessions 1 
have spoken elsewhere, and may repeat what 
1 have said — “ Sweet is the dew of their me- 
mory, and pleasant the balm of their recol- 
lection!” Their beauties are not “ scattereil 
like stray-gifts o’er the earth,” but sown thick 
on the page, rich and rare. I wish I had never 
read the Emilius, or read it with less implicit 
faith. I had no occasion to pamper my natu- 
ral aversion to affectation or pretence, by ro- 
mantic and artificial means. 1 had better 
have formed myself on the model of Sir 
Fopling Flutter. There is a class of persons 
whose virtues and most shining qualities sink 
in, and are concealed by, an absorbent ground 
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of'jnodesty and reserve ; and such a one I do, 
without vanity, profess myself. * Now these 
are the very persons who are likely to attach 
themselves to the character of Emilius, and 
of whom it is sure to be the bane. This dull, 
phlegmatic, retiring humour is not in a fair 
way to be corrected, but confirmed and ren- 
<lered desperate by being in that work held 
up as an object of imitation, as an example 
of simplicity and magnanimity — by coming 
upon us with all the recommendations of 
novelty, surprise, and superiority to the pre- 
judices of the world — by being stuck upon a 
pedestal, made amiable, dazzling, a leurre de 
dupe! The reliance on solid worth which it 
inculcates, the preference of sober truth to 
' gaudy tinsel, hangs like a mill-stone round 
the neck of the imagination — “ a load to sink 
a navy” — impedes our progress, and blocks 
lip every prospect in life. A man, to get on, 

* Nearly the same sentiment was wittily and happily ex- 
.pressed by a friend, who had some lottery-pud's, which he 
had been employed to write, returned on his hands for their 
too great severity of thought and classical terseness of style, 
and who observed on that occasion, that ** Modest merit never 
can succeed!'' 
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tg be successful, conspicuous, applauded, 
should not retire upon the centre of his 
conscious resources, hut be always at the 
circumference of appearances. ‘He must en- 
velop himself in a halo of mystery — ^lie must 
ride in an equipage of opinion — ^he must walk 
with a train of self-conceit following him — 
he must not strip himself to a bulf-jerkin, to 
the doublet and hose of his real merits, but 
must surround himself with a cortege of pre- 
judices, like the signs of the Zodiac — he must 
seem any thing but what he is, and then he 
may pass for any thing he pleases. The world 
love to be amused by hollow professions, to 
be deceived by flattering appearances, to live 
in a state of hallucination ; and can forgive 
every thing but the plain, downright, simple 
honest truth — such as we see it chalked out 
in the character of Emilius. — To return from 
this digression, which isalittle out of placehere. 

Books have in a great measure lost their 
power over me ; nor can I revive the sanre” 
interest in them as formerly. I perceive when 
a thing is good, rather than feel it. It is true, 

Marcian Golonna is a dainty book ; 
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and the reading of Mr. Keats’s Eve of Sa^it 
Agnes lately made me regret that 1 was not 
young again. The beautiful and tender 
images there conjured up, “ come like 
shadows — so depart.” The “ tiger-moth’s 
wings,” which he has spread over his rich 
poetic blazonry, just flit across my fancy; 
the gorgeous twilight window which he 
has painted over again in his verse, to me 
“blushes” almost in vain “with blood of 
queens and kings.” I know how 1 should 
have felt at one time in reading such passages; 
and that is all. The sharp luscious flavour, 
the fine amma is fled, and nothing but the 
stalk, the bran, the husk of literature is left. 
If any one were to ask me what I read now, 
.1 might answer with my Lord Hamlet in the 
play — “Words, words, words.” — “What is 
the matter?” — '•'•Nothing !" — They have 
scarce a meaning. But it was not always so. 
There was a time when to my thinking, every 
■word was a flower or a pearl, like those which 
dropped from the mouth of the little peasant- 
girl in the fairy tale, or like those that fall 
from the great preacher in the Caledonian 
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Gbapel ! 1 drank of the stream of knowledge 

that tempted, but did not mock my lips, as 
of the river of life freely. How eagerly I 
slaked my thirst of German sentiment, “ as 
the hart that panteth for the water-springs ; 
how I bathed and revelled, and added iny 
floods of tears to Goethe’s Sorrows of Werter, 
and to Schiller’s Robbers — 

Giving my stock of more to that which had too much ! 

I read, and assented with all my soul to 
Coleridge’s fine Sonnet, beginning — 

“ Schiller ! that hour 1 would have wish’d to die, 

If through the shuddering midnight 1 had sent, 

From the dark dungeon of the tow’r time-rent. 

That fearful voice, a famish’d father’s cry !” 

I believe 1 may date my insiglit into the 
mysteries of poetry from the commencement 
of my acquaintance with the authors of the 
Lyrical Ballads^ at least, my discrimination 
of the higher sorts — not my predilection for 
such writers as Goldsmith or Pope : nor do 1 
imagine they will say I got my liking for our ' 
Novelists or Comic Writers, — for the cha- 
racters of Valentine, Tattle, or Miss Prue. 
from them. If so, 1 must have got from them 
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\t1iat they never had themselves. In points 
where poetic diction and conception are con- 
cerned, 1 may be at a loss, and liable to be im- 
posed upon : but in forming an estimate of 
passages relating to common life and manners, 
I cannot think 1 am a plagiarist from any man. 
I there “know my cue without a prompter.” 
I may say of such studies — Intus et in cute. 
I am just able to admire those literal touches 
of observation and description, which persons 
of loftier pretensions overlook and despise. 

1 think I comprehend something of the cha- 
racteristic part of Shakespear *, and in him 
indeed, all is characteristic, even the nonsense 
and poetry. I believe it was the celebrated 
Sir Humphrey Davy who used to say, that 
Shakespear was rather a metaphysician than 
a poet. At any rate, it was not ill said. 1 
wish that 1 had sooner known the dramatic 
writers contemporary with Shakespear ; for in 
looking them over about a year ago, I almost 
revived my old passion for reading, and my 
old delight in books, though they were veiy 
, nearly new to me. The Periodical Essayists 
I read long ago. The Spectator I liked ex- 
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tremcly : but the Tatler took my fancy most. 
I read the others soon after, the Rambler, the 
Adventurer, the World, the Connoisseur : 1 
was not sorry to get to the end of them, and 
have no desire to go regularly through them 
again. 1 consider myself a thorough adept in 
Richardson. I like the longest of his novels 
best, and think no part of them tedious ; nor 
should 1 ask to have any thing belter to do 
than to read them from beginning to end, t'^ 
lake them up when I chose, and lay them 
down when I was tired, in some old family 
mansion in the country, till every word and 
syllable relating to the bright Clarissa, the 
divine Clementina, the beautiful Pamela, “with 
eveiy trick and line of their sweet favour,” 
were once more“gravcnin myheart’s tables.”* 
1 have a sneaking kindness for Mackenzie’s 
Julia de Roubigne — for the deserted mansion, 
and straggling gilliflowers on the mouldering 

‘ During tJic peace of Amiens, a young English officer, 
of the name of Lovelace, was presented at Bonaparte’s 
levee. Instead of the usual (question, Where have yon 
^^’rvcd, Sir?” tho First Consul immediately addressed him, 
“ 1 perceive youi name, Sir, is the same as that of the hen. 
of Bichat dson’s Ih- nancc !” Here was a Consul. The young 
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garden-wall ; and still more for his Man ^6f 
Feeling •, not that it is better, nor so good *, but 
at the time I read it, I sometimes thought of 

the heroine, Miss Walton, and of Miss 

together, and “ that ligament, fine as it was, 
was never broken !” — One of the poets that 
1 have always read with most pleasure, and 
can wander about in for ever with a sort of 
voluptuous indolence, is Spenser*, and I like 
Chancer even better. The only writer among 
the Italians 1 can pretend to any knowledge 
of, is Iioccacio, and of him 1 cannot express 
half my admiration. His story of the Hawk 
I could read and think of from day to day, just 
as I would look at a picture of Titian’s! 

I remember, as long ago as the year 1798, 
going to a neighbouring town (Shrewsbury, 
where Farquliar lias laid the plot of his Re- 
cruiting Officer) and bringing home with me, 
“atone proud swoop,” a copy of Milton’s 
Paradise Lost, and another of Burke’s Rellec- 

man^s uncle, who was called Lovelace, told me this anecdote 
while wo were stopping together at Calais. I liad also been 
thinking that his was the same name as that of the hero of 
Richardson’s Romance. This is one of my reasons for liking 
Bonaparte. 
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tions on the French Revolution — both which 
1 have still ; and 1 still recollect, when I see 
the covers, the pleasure with which I dipped 
into them as 1 returned with my double prize. 
1 was set up for one while. That time is past 
“with -all its giddy raptures:” but 1 am still 
anxious to preserve its memory, “embalmed 
with odours.” — ‘With respect to the first of 
these works, 1 would be permitted to remark 
here in passing, that it is a sufficient answer 
to the German criticism which has since been 
started against the character of Satan {viz. 
That it is not one of disgusting deformity, or 
pure, defecated malice) to say that Milton has 
there drawn, not the abstract principle of evil, 
not a devil incarnate, but a fallen angel. This 
is the scriptural account, and the poet has fol- 
lowed it. We may safely retain such pas- 
sages as that well-known one — 

“ His form liacl not ycllo.st 

All her original brightness ^ nor appcaiM 
Less tha.o archangel min’d, and the excess 
Ofglor^ obscur’d”— 

for the theory , which is opposed to them, “falls 
flat upon the grunsel edge, and shames its wor- 
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sWppers.” Let us hear no more then of tips 
monkish cant, and bigoted outcry for the 
restoration of the horns and tail of thedevil ! — 
Again, as to the other work, Burke’s Reflec- 
tions, I took a particular pride and pleasure in 
it, and read it to myself and others for months 
afterw'ards. I had reason for my prejudice in 
favour ofthis author. To understand an adver- 
sary is some praise : to admire him is more. 1 
thought I did both ; 1 knew I did one. From the 
first time I ever cast my eyes on any thing of 
Burke’s (which was an extract from his Letter 
to a Noble Lord in a three-times a week paper, 
The St. James’s Chronicle, in lygd), I said to 
myself, “This is true eloquence : this is a man 
pouring out his mind on paper.” All other 
style seemed to me pedantic and impertinent. 
Dr. Johnson’s was walking on stilts; and even 
Junius’s (who w'as at that lime a favourite 
with me) with all his terseness, shrunk up 
into little antithetic points and well-trimmed 
sentences. But Burke’s style was forked and 
playful as the lightning, crested like the ser- 
pent. He delivered plain things on a plain 
ground ; but when he rose, there was no end 
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of his flights and circumgyrations' — and in this 
very Letter, “he, like an eagle in a dove-cot, 
fluttered his Volscians” (the Duke of Bedford 
and the Earl of Lauderdale’) “in Corioli.” I 
did not care for his doctrines. 1 was then, 
and am still, proof against Ihcir contagion ; 
but 1 admired the author, and was con.sidered 
as not a very staunch partisan of the opposite 
side, thougli 1 thought myself that an abstract 
proposition was one thing — a masterly tran- 
sition, a brilliant metaphor, another. I con- 
ceived too that ho might be wrong in his main 
argument, and yet deliver fifty truths in arriv- 
ing at a false conclusion. 1 remember Cole- 
ridge assuring me, as a poetical and political 
set-off to my sceptical admiration, that Words- 
worth had written an Essay on Marriage, 
which, for manly thought and nervous ex- 
pression, he deemed incomparably superior. 
As I had not, at that time, seen any specimens 
of Mr. Wordsworth’s prose style, 1 could not 
venture my doubts on the subject. If there 
are greater prose-writers than Burke, they 

' lie is there called “CitiAcn Laiulculale.” Is this the 
present Earl? 
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ehher lie out of my course of study, or sgre 
beyond my sphere of comprehension. I am 
too old lo be a convert to a new mythology of 
genius. The niches arc occupied, the tables 
are full. If such is still my admiration of this 
man’s misapplied powers, what must it have 
been at a time w^hen I myself was in vain try- 
ing, year after year, to write a single Essay, 
nay, a single page or sentence 5 when I regard- 
ed the wonders of liis pen willi the longing 
eyes of one who was dumb and a changeling; 
and when, lo be able to convey the slightest 
conceplion of my meaning to others in words, 
was the height of an almost hopeless ambi- 
tion! But I never measured others’ excel- 
lences by my own defects : though a sense of 
■ my own incapacity , and of the steep, impassable 
ascent from me to them made me regard tliem 
with greater awe and fondness. I have thus 
run through most of my early studies and fa- 
vourite authors, some of whom 1 have since 
criticised more at large. Whether those ob- 
servations will survive me, I neither know 
nor do 1 much care : but to the works them- 
selves, wortliy of all acceptation,” and to the 
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feelings they have always excited in me since 
I could distinguish a meaning in language, 
nothing shall ever prevent me from looking 
back with gratitude and triumph. To have 
lived in the cultivation of an intimacy with 
such works, and to have familiarly relished 
such names, is not to have lived quite in vain. 

There are oilier authors whom I have ne- 
ver read, and yet whom 1 have frequently had 
u great desire to read, from some circum- 
stance relating to them. Among these is 
Lord Clarendon’s History of the Grand Re:- 
bellion, after which I have a liankcring, from 
hearing it spoken of by good judges — from my 
interest in the events, and knowledge of the 
characters from other sources, and from hav- 
ing seen fine portraits of most of them. 1 
like to read a well-penned character, and 
Clarendon is said to have been a master in 
this way. I should like to read Froissart’s 
Chronicles, Ilollinshed and Stowe, and Ful- 
ler’s Wortliies. I intend, whenever I can, 
to read Beaumont and Fletcher all through. 
There are fifiy-two of their plays; and 1 have 
only read a dozen or fourteen of them. A 
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Wife for a Month, and Thierry and Theodo- 
ret, are, I am told, delicious, and I can be- 
lieve it. I should like to read the speeches 
in Thucydides, and Guicciardini’s History of 
Florence, and Don Quixote in the original. 

I have often thought of reading the Loves of 
Persiles and Sigismunda, and the Galatea of 
the same author. But I somehow reserve 
them like “ another Yarrow.” I should also 
like to read the last new novel (if 1 could be 
sure it was so) of the Author of Wavcrley : — 
no one would he more glad than I to find it 
the best ! 



ESSAY XVIII. 


ON PERSONAL CHARACTER. 


Men palliate and conceal their original qualities, hut do 
not extirpate them.” Montaigne’s Iissays. 

No one ever changes his character from the 
lime he is two years old ; nay, I might say, 
from the time he is two hours old. Wc may, 
with instruction and opportunity, mend our 
manners, or else alter them for the worse, “as 
the flesh and fortune shall serve but the 
character, the internal, original bias remains 
always the same, true to itself to the very 
last — 


‘^Antl it'L'ls the ruling passion strong in death !” 

A veiy g( ave and dispassionate philosopher 
(the late celebrated chemist, Mr. Nicholson) 
was 50 impressed with the conviction of the 
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instantaneous commencement and develop- 
ment of the character Avith the birth, that he 
published a long and amusing article in the 
Monthly Magazine, giving a detailed account of 
the progress, history, education, and tempers 
of two twins, up to the period of their being 
eleven days old. This is, perhaps, considering 
the matter too curiously, and would amount 
to a species of horoscopy, if we were to build 
on such premature indications ; but the germ 
no doubt is there, though we must wait a little 
Ipnger to sec what form it takes. We need 
not in general wait long. The Devil soon 
betrays the cloven foot 5 or a milder and bet- 
ter spirit appears in its stead. A temper sul- 
len or active, shy or bold, grave or lively, 
.selfish or romantic, (to say nothing of quick- 
ness or dulness of apprehension) is manifest 
very early j and imperceptibly, but irresisti- 
bly moulds our inclinations, habits, and pur- 
suits through life. The greater or less degree 
of animal spirits, — of nervous irritability, 
— the complexion of the blood, — the pro- 
portion of “ hot, cold, moist, and dry, four 
champions fierce that strive for mastery,” — 
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the Saturnine or the Mercurial, —the disposi- 
tion to be affected by objects near or at a dis- 
tance, or not at all, — to be struck with 
novelty, or to brood over deep-rooted impres- 
sions, — to indulge in laughter or in tears, 
the leaven of passion or of prudence that tem- 
pers this frail clay, is born with us, and never 
quits us. “ It is not in our stars,” in planetary 
influence, but neither is it owing “ to oursel- 
ves, that we are thus or thus.” The accession 
of knowledge, the pressure of circumstances, 
favourable or unfavourable, does little more 
than minister occasion to the first predispos- 
ing bias — than assist, like the dews of heaven, 
or retard, like the nipping north, the growth 
of the seed originally sown in our constitutions 
— than give a more or less decided expression 
to that personal character, the outlines of 
which nothing can alter. What 1 mean is, 
that Blifil and Tom Jones, for instance, by 
changing places, would never have changed 
characters. The one might, from circum- 
stances and from the notions instilled into 
him, have become a little less selfish, and the 
other a little less extravagant ; but with a tri- 
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lltjBg allowance of this sort, taking the prp- 
posilion cum grano sails ^ they w^ould have 
been just where they set out, Blifil would 
have been Blifil still, and Jones what nature 
intended him to be. I have made use of this 
example without any apology for its being a 
fictitious one, because I think good novels are 
the most authentic as well as most accessible 
repositories of the natural history and philo- 
sophy of the species. 

I shall not borrow assistance or illustration 
from the organic system of Doctors Gall and 
Spiirzheim, whicli reduces this question to a 
small compass and very distinct limits, be- 
cause I do not understand or believe in it : 
but I think tliosc who put faith in physio- 
gnomy at all, or imagine that the mind is 
stamped upon tlie countenance, must believe 
that there is such a thing as an essential dif- 
ference of character in dilferent individuals. 
AVe do not change our features with our situa- 
tions ; neither do we change the capacities 
or inclinations which lurk beneath them. A 
broad face does not become an oval nor a 
pug nose a Roman one, with the acquisition 

7 - 
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of, an office, or the addition of a title. So 
neither is the pert, hard, unfeeling outline of 
character turned from selfishness and cunning 
to openness and generosity, by any softening 
of circumstances. If the face puts on an ha- 
bitual smile in the sunshine of fortune, or if 
it suddenly lowers in the storms of adversity, 
do not trust too implicitly to appearances •, 

I he mail is the same at bottom. The design- 
ing knave may sometimes wear a vizor, or 
‘ ‘ to beguile the time, look like the time ■” but 
watch him narrowly, and you will detect him 
behind his mask! We recognise, after a 
length of years, the same well-known face 
that we were formerly acquainted with, 
changed by time, but the same in itself ; and 
can trace the features of the boy in the full- 
grown man. Can we doubt that the character 
and thoughts have remained as much the same 
all that time •, have borne the same image and 
superscription 5 have grown with the growth, 
and strengliiened with the strength ? In this 
sense, and in Mr. Wordsworth’s phrase, “the 
child’s the father of the man” surely enough. 
The same tendencies may not always be 
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"ei^ally visible, bul they are still in existenoe, 
and break out, ■whenever they dare and can, 
the more for being checked. Again, we often 
distinctly notice the same features, the same 
bodily peculiarities, the same look and ges- 
tures in different persons of the same family ; 
and find this resemblance extending to col- 
lateral brandies and through several genera- 
tions, shewing how strongly nature must have 
been warped and biassed in that particular 
direction at first. This pre-determination in 
tlie blood has its caprices too, and wayward 
as well as obstinate fits. The family-likeness 
sometimes skips over the next of kin or the 
neaj’cst branch, and re-appears in all its sin- 
gularity in a second or third cousin, or passes 
over the son to the grand-child. Where the 
pictures of the heirs and successors to a title 
or estate have been preserved for any length 
of time in Gothic halls and old-fashioned 
mansions, the prevailing outline and character 
does not wear out, but may be traced through 
its numerous inflections and descents for cen- 
turies, like the winding of a river through an 
expanse of country. The ancestor of many 
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a .noble house has sat for the portraits of K’ls 
youthful descendants; and still the soul of 
“ Fairfax and the starry Vere,” consecrated 
in Marvel’s verse, may be seen mantling in 
the suffused features of some young court- 
beauty of the present day. The portrait of 
Judge Jeffries, which was exhibited lately in 
the Gallery in Pall Mall — young, handsome, 
spirited, good-humoured, and totally unlike, 
at first view, what you would expect from the 
character, was an exact likeness of two young 
men whom 1 knew some years ago, the living 
representatives of that family. It is curious 
that, consi.stenlly enough with the delineation 
in the portrait, old Evelyn should have re- 
corded in his Memoirs, that “he saw the 
Chief-Justice Jeffries in a large company tlie 
night before, and that he thoiiglit he laughed, 
drank, and danced too much for a man who 
had that day condemned Algernon Sidney to 
the block.” It is not always possible to fore- 
see the tiger’s spring, till we are in his grasp ; 
the fawning, cruel eye dooms its prey, while 
it glitters ! Features alone do not run in the 
blood ; vices and virtues, genius and folly arc 



ON PERSONAL CHARACTER. l65 

’Transmitted through the same sure, but unseen 
cliannel. There is an involuntary, unaccount- 
able family-character, as well as family-face ; 
and we see it manifesting itself in the same 
way, with unbroken continuity, or by fits and 
starts. There shall be a regular breed of mi- 
sers, of incorrigible old hunkses in a family, 
time out of mind •, or the shame of the thing, 
and the hardships and restraint imposed upon 
him while young, shall urge some desperale 
spendthrift to wipe out the reproach upon his 
name by a course of extravagance and de- 
bauchery ; and his immediate successors shall 
make his example an excuse for relapsing into 
the old jog-trot incurable infirmity, ihe grasp- 
ing and pinching disease of the family again.* 
A person may be indebted for a nose or an 

‘ “] know at iliis time a person of vast estate, who is llie 
iiniiied'atc descendaiU of a fine gciitlcinan, but tlic great- 
grandson of a bioker, in whom liis ancestor is now revived, 
lie is a very lioncst gentleman in Ids piinclplcs, but cannot 
for his blood talk fairly : he is heartily sorry for it j but 
he cheats by constitution, and over-reaches by instinct.’’ — 
See tliis subject deligliifully treated jn tbe ^Stli Number ol 
the Taller, in an aeconnl of Mr. Bickerslafl’s pedigree, on 
ocrasion of his sister’s marriage. 
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eye, for a graceful carriage or a voluble dis- 
course, to a great-aunt or uncle, whose exist- 
ence he has scarcely heard of 5 and distant 
relations arc surprised, on some casual intro- 
duction, to find each other an ator/rfem.Coun- 
try cousins, who meet after they arc grown 
up for the first time in London, often start at 
the likeness, — it is like looking at themselves 
in the glass — nay, they shall see, almost before 
they exchange a word, their own thoughts 
(as it were) staring them in the face, the 
same ideas, feelings, opinions, passions, pre- 
judices, likings and antipathies^ the same turn 
of mind and sentiment, the same foibles, pe- 
culiarities, faults, follies, misfortunes, conso- 
lations, the same self, the same every thing ! 
And farther, this coincidence shall take place 
and be most remarkable, where not only no 
intercourse has previously been kept up, not 
even by letter or by common friends, but 
where the different branches of a family have 
been estranged for long years, and where the 
younger ])art in eacli have been brought up in 
totally different situations, with diderent stu- 
dies, pursuits, expectations and opportunities. 
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Yo assure me that this is owing to circum- 
stances, is to assure me of a gratuitous absur- 
dity, which you cannot know, and which I 
shall not believe. It is not owing to cir- 
cumstances, but to the force of kind, to the 
stuff of which our blood and juices are 
compounded being the same. Why should I 
and an old hair-brained uncle of mine fasten 
upon the same picture in a Collection, and talk 
of it for years after, though one of no parti- 
cular “ mark or likelihood” in itself, but for 
something congenial in the look to our own 
humour and way of seeing nature? Why 

should my cousin L and 1 fix upon the 

same book, Tristram Shandy, (without com- 
paring notes) have it “doubled down and dog- 
eared” in the same places, and live upon it as 
a sort of food that assimilated with our natu- 
ral dispositions.^ — “Instinct, Hal, instinct!” 
They are fools who say otherwise, and have 
never studied nature or mankind, but in books 
and systems of philosophy, finf, indeed, the 
colour of our lives is woven into the fatal 
thread at our births : our original sins and 
our redeeming graces arc infused into us ; nor 
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is^the bond, that confirms our destiny, evei 
cancelled. 

“ ncncaili tlicliills, amid the flowery grovrsi, 

The generations are prepar’d 5 the pangs, 

The internal pangs, are ready; the dread strife 
Of poor humanity’s afflicted will 
Struggling in vain with ruthless destiny.” 

The “winged wound.s” that rankle in our 
breasts to our latest day, were planted there 
long since, ticketed and labelled on the 
outside in small but indelible characters., 
•written in our blood, “like that ensanguined 
flower inscribed witli woe we are in the 
toils from the very first, hemmed in by the 
hunters-, and these are our own passions, bred 
of our brain and humours, and that never 
leave us, but consume and gnaw the heart in 
our short life-lirae, as worms wail for us in 
the grave ! 

Critics and authors, who congregate in 
large cities, and see nothing of the world but 
a sort of phantasmagoria, to whom the nuin- 
iierlcss characters they meet in the course of 
a few hours are fugitive “ as the flies of a 
summer,” evanescent as the figures in a ca- 
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mera ohscura^ may talk very learnedly, atid 
attribute the motions of the puppets to cir- 
cumstances of which they are confessedly in 
total ignorance. They sec character only in 
the bust, and have not room (for the crowd) 
to study it as a whole-length, tliat is, as it 
exists in reality. But those who trace things 
to their source, and proceed from individuals 
to generals, know better. School-boys, for 
example, who are early let into the secret, 
and sec the seeds growing, are not only 
sound judges, but true prophets of character^ 
so lliat the nick-names they give their play- 
fellows usually stick by them ever after. 
The gossips in country - towns, also, who 
study human nature, not merely in the his- 
tory of the individual, but in the genealogy 
of the race, know the comparative anatomy 
of the minds of a whole neighbourhood to a 
tittle, where to look for marks and defects, — 
(Explain a vulgarity by a cross in the breed, or 
a foppish air in a young tradesman by his 
grandmother’s marriage with a dancing-ma- 
ster, and are tlie only practical conjurors 
and expert decypherers of the determinate 

VOL. II. 8 
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Jities of true or supposititious charactec.- 
The character of women (1 should think it 
will at this time of day be granted) differs es- 
sentially from that of men, not less so than 
their shape or the texture of their skin. It 
has been said indeed, “Most women have 
no character at all,” — and on the other hand, 
the fair and elo((Ucnt authoress of the Rights 
of Women was for establishing the masculine 
pretensions and privileges of her sex on a 
perfect etpaality with ours. 1 shall leave Pope 
and Maiy Wolstonccroft to settle that point 
between them. I should laugh at any one 
who told mo that the European, the Asiatic, 
and the African character were the same. I 
no more believe it than I do that black is the 
same colour as white, or that a straight line is 
a crooked one. We sec in whole nations 
and large classes the physiognomies, ■ and I 
should suppose (“ not to speak it profanely”) 
the g'-nc-ral characters of different animals 
with ■which we are acquainted^ as of the 
fox, the v.olf, the hog, the goat, ihe dog, 
the monkey ; and I suspect this analogy, 
whether perceived or not, has as prevailing 
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It) influence on their habits and actions,, as 
any theory of moral sentiments taught in the 
schools. Rules and precautions may, no 
doubt, be applied to counteract the excesses 
and overt demonstrations of any such charac- 
teristic infirmity; but still the disease will be in 
the mind, an impediment, not a help to 
virtue. An exception is usually taken to 
all national or general reflections, as unjust 
and illiberal, because they cannot be true of 
every individual. It is not meant that they 
are ; and besides, the same captious ohjection 
is not made to the handsome things that are 
said of whole bodies and classes of men. A 
lofty panegyric, a boasted virtue will fit the 
inhabitants of an entire district to a hair ; the 
•want of strict universality, ofpliilosophical and 
abstract truth is no difliculty here; but if 
you hint at an obvious vice or defect, this is 
instantly construed into a most unfair and 
partial view of the case, and each defaulter 
throws tlie imputation from himself and his 
country with scorn, 'niiis you may praise 
' the generosity of the English, the prudence 
of the Scotch, the hospitality of the Irish, as 
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long as you please, and not a syllable is whis-^ 
pered against these sweeping expressions of 
admiration ; but reverse the picture, hold up 
to censure, or only glance at the unfavour- 
able side of each character (and they them- 
selves admit that they have a distinguishing 
and generic character as a people) and you 
are assailed by the most violent clamours 
and a confused babel of noises, as a dissemi- 
nator of unfounded prejudices, or a libeller 
of human nature. 1 am sure there is nothing 
reasonable in this. — Harsh and disagreeable 
qualities wear out in nations, as in individuals, 
from lime and intercourse with the worldj but 
it is at the expense of their intrinsic excel- 
lences. The vices of softness and effeminacy 
sink deeper with age, like thorns in the flesh. 
Single acts or events often determine tlie fate 
of mortals, yet may have nothing to do with 
their general deserts or failings. He who is 
said to be cured of any glaring infirmity may 
lie suspected never to have had it-, and lastly, 
it may be laid down as a general rule, that 
mankind itnprovc, by means of luxury and 
civiiixatioii, in social manners, and become 
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more depraved in what relates to pcrsopal 
liabils and cliaracter. There are few nations, 
as well as few men (with the exception of 
tyrants) that are cruel and voluptuous, im- 
mersed in pleasure, and Lent on inflictinf* 
pain on others, at the same time. Ferocious- 
ness is the cliaracterislic of barbarous ages, 
licentiousness of more refined periods.* 

1 shall not undertake to decide exactly how 
far the original character may be modified by 
ihe general ])rogress of society, or by paiti- 
cular cireumslances happening to the indi- 
vidual •, but I think the alteration (be it what 
it may) is more apparent lhan real, more in 
conduct than in feeling. 1 will not deny, that 
an extreme and violent ditrerenee of circum- 
stances (as that between the savage and civi- 
lized state) will supersede the common dis- 
tinctions of character, and prevent certain 
dispositions and sentiments from ever deve- 
loping themselves. Yet with reference to 

' ri(k*lllei- (lidicissc iiigonuns ailos 
KiiioJllt mores, ncc siiiil cssc feros. 

The same; maxim floes iioi (‘stablish the purity ofmoials 
tliat infers tlioir mildness. 
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this, 1 would observe, in the first place, that" ^ 
in the most opposite ranks and conditions of 
life, wc find qualities displayinjj themselves, 
which we should liavc least expected, — fjrace 
in a cottage, humanity in a bandit, sincerity 
in courts; and secondly, in ordinary cases, 
and in the mixed mass of human atfairs, the 
mind contrives to lay hold of those circum- 
stances and motives which suit its own bias 
and confirm its natural disposition, whalever 
it may lie, gentle or rough, vulgar or refined, 
spirited or cowardly, open-hearted or cun- 
ning. The will is not blindly impelled by 
outward accidents, but selects tlie impressions 
by wliich it chooses to be governed, with 
great dexterity and perseverance. Or the ma- 
chine may be at Ihc disposal of fortune : the 
man is still his own master. The soul, under 
the pressure of circumstances, does not lose' 
its original spring; but, as soon as the pr(\s- 
sure is removed, recoils with double vioh^nce 
to its first position. That which any one has 
been long learning unwillingly, he unh\'irns 
wilh proportionable eagerness and liasl(\ 
Kings have been said to be incorrigible lo 
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experience. The maxim might be exteiu^ed, 
without injury, to the benefit of their subjects; 
for every man is a king (with all the pride and 
obstinacy of one) in his own little world. It 
is only lucky that the rest of the species are 
not answerable for his caprices ! We laugh 
at the warnings and advice of others; we 
resent the lessons of adversity, and lose no 
time in letting it appear that wo have escaped 
from its importunate hold. I do not think, 
with every assistance from reason and cir- 
enmstances, that the slothful over becomes 
active, the coward brave, the headstrong 
prudent, the fickle steady, the mean gene- 
rous, the coarse delicate, the ill-tempered 
amiable, or the knave honest; but that the 
restraint of necessity and appearances once 
taken away, they would relapse into their 
former and real character again : — Ciicullns 
non facit monachum. Manners, situation, 
example, fashion have a prodigious influence 
on exterior deportment, but do they pene- 
trate much deeper? The thief will not steal 
by day; but his having this command over 
himself does not do away his character or 
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calling. The priest cannot indulge in cer- 
tain irregularities 5 but unless liis pulse beats 
temperately from the first, he will only be 
playing a part through life. Again, llie soldier 
cannot shrink from his duly in a dastardly 
manner 5 but if he has not naturally steady 
nerves and strong resolution, except in the 
field of battle, he may be fearful as a woman, 
though covered with scars and lionour. The 
judge must be disintereslcd and above sus- 
picion 5 yet should he have from nature an 
itching palm, an eye servile and greedy of 
office, he will somehow contrive to indemnify 
his private conscience out of liis public prin- 
ciple, and husband a reputation for legal inte- 
grity, as a stake to play the game of political 
profligacy with more advantage! Tlierc is 
often a contradiction in character, which is 
composed of various and unequal parts; and 
hence there will arise an appearance of fic- 
kleness and inconsistency. A man may he 
sluggish by the father’s side, and of a restless 
and uneasy temper by the mother’s; anil he 
may favour either of tliese inherent disposi- 
tions according to circumstances. l>ut he 
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will not have changed his character, any more 
than a man who sometimes lives in one apart- 
ment of a house and then takes possession of 
another, according to whim or convenience, 
changes liis habitation. The simply plileg- 
matic never turns to tlie truly ‘‘ fiery ijuality.” 
So, the really gay or trifling never become 
thoughtful and serious. The light-hearted 
wretch takes nothing to heart. He, on whom 
(from natural carelessnes of disposition) ‘Hhe 
shot of accident and dart of chance” fall like 
drops of oil on water, so that he brushes them 
aside with heedless hand and smiling face, 
will never bo roused from his volatile indif- 
ference to meet inevitable calamities. He 
may try to laugh them oil, but will Jiot put 
himself to any inconvenience to prevent them. 

1 know a man that, if a tiger were to jum]) 
into his room, would only play off some joke, 
some “quip, or crank, or wanton wile” upon 
him. Mortifications and disappointments may 
break such a persons heart; J)uL they will be 
I he death of him ere they will make him pro- 
vident of the future, or willing to forego one 
idle gratification of the passing moment for 
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any consideration whatever. The dilatory 
man never becomes punctual. Resolution is 
of no avail ; for the very essence of the cha- 
racter consists in this, that the present im- 
pression is of more efficacy than any previous 
resolution. 1 have heard it said of a cele- 
brated writer, that if he had to get a reprieve 
from the gallows for himself or a friend (with 
leave be it spoken), and was to be at a certain 
place at a given time for this purpose, ho 
would be a quarter of an hour behind-hand. 
>Vhat is to be done in this case ? Can you 
talk or argue a man out of his humour You 
might as well attempt to talk or argue him 
out of a lethargy or a fever. The disease is 
in the blood ; you may see it (if you arc a 
curious observer) meandering in his veins, 
and reposing on his eye-lids! Some of our 
foibles are laul in the constitution of our bo- 
dies ; others in the structure of our minds, 
and both arc irremediable. The vain man, 
who is full of himself, is never cured of his 
vanity, hul looks for admiration to the last, 
with a restless, suppliant eye, in the midst of 
contumely and contempt; the modest man 
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ticver grows vain from flattery, or uneipect,ed 
applause, for ho sees himself in the diminished 
scale of other things. He will not “have his 
nothings monslered.” He knows how much 
lie himself wants, how much others have 5 and 
till you can alter this conviction in him, or 
make him drunk hy infusing some new poison , 
some celestial zV;//o/’ into his veins, you cannot 
make a coxcomh of him. He is too well 
aware of the (ruth of what has been said, that 
“ the wisest amongst us Is a fool in some 
things, as the hwesl amongst men has some 
just notions, and therein is as wise as So 
crates 5 so that every man resembles a statue 
made to stand against a wall, or in a niche ; 
on one side it is a Plato, an Apollo, a Demos- 
thenes; on the other, it is a rough, unformed 
piece of stone.” ‘ Some persons of my ac- 
({uaintance, who think themselves le/vs et 
mtwidus, and armed at all points with per- 
fections, would not be much inclined to give 
in to this sentiment, the modesty of which 
is only ecpialled by its sense and ingenuity. 

* Rifliaulson’s Woiks, On llic Scienre of a Connoisst'iir, 

*jia. 
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'I'iic man of san{(uiiie lemperaincnt is seldom 
weaned from liis castles in the air ; nor can 
you, by virtue of any theory, convert the 
cold, careful calculator into a wild enthusiast. 
A self-tormentor is never satisfied, come what 
will, lie always apprcdiends the worst, and 
is indefatigable in conjuring up the apparition 
of danger, lie is uneasy at his own good 
fortune, as it takes from his favourite topic 
of repining and comphaint. Let him succeed 
to his heart’s content in all that is reasonable 
or important, yet if there is any one thing 
(and that he is sure to find out) in which he 
does not get on, this embitters all the rest. 1 
know an instance. Perhaps it is myself. 
Again, a surly man, in spite of warning, 
neglects his own interest, and will do so, be- 
cause he has more pleasure in disobliging you 
than in serving himself. “ A friendly man 
will shew himself friendly,” to the last; for 
those who are said to have been spoiled by 
prosperity were never really good for any 
thing. A good-natured man never loses his 
native happiness of disposition ; good temper 
is an estate for life; and a man horn with 
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common sense rarely turns out a veiV cgre- 
i^ious fool. It is more common to see a 
fool become wise, that is, set up for wisdom, 
and be taken at his word by fools. We fre- 
quently judge of a man’s intellectual pre- 
tensions l)y the number of books he writes 5 of 
his eloquence by the number of speeches he 
makes 5 of his capacity for business, by the 
number ofofliccs hcholds. These are not true 
tests. Many a celebrated author is a known 
blockhead (between friends) 5 and many 
minister of state, whose gravity and 
self-importance pass with the world for depth 
of thought and weight of public care, is a 
laughing-stock lo his very servants and de- 
pendants. ‘ The talents of some men, indeed, 
which might not otherwise have had a field 
to display themselves, are called out by extra- 
ordinary situations, and rise with the occasion; 

‘ The reputation is not the man. Yet all true reputation 
begins and ends in the opinion of a man's intimate friends. 
He IS \vliat they think him, and in llic last result -will be 
thought so by others. Where there is no solid merit to bear 
(he pressure of personal contact, fume is but a vapour raised 
by accident or prejudice, and -will soon vanish like a vapour 
01 a noisome stench. But he wh) appears to those about 
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but for Ull the routine and mechanical prepa- 
ration, the pomp and parade and big looks 
of great statesmen, or what is called merely 
filling office, a very shallow capacity, wilh a 
certain immoveahleness of countenance, is, 1 
should suppose, sullicicnt, from what 1 have 
seen. Such political machines are not so good 
as the Mock-Duke in the Honey-Moon. As 
to genius and capacity for the works of art 
and science, all that a man really excels in, is 
his own and incommunicable; what he bor- 
rows from others he has in an inferior degree., 
and it is never what his fame rests on. Sir 
Joshua observes, that Raphael, in his latter 
pictures, proved that he had learnt in some 
measure the colouring of Titian. If he had 
learnt it quite, the merit would still have been 
Titian’s; but he did not learn it, and never 
would. But his expression (his glory and his 
excellence) was what he had within himself, 

him what would liave the world think hi in, from whom 
every one thut approaches him in whatcvci circumstances 
brings someifiing away to confirm the loud rumour of the 
popular voict*, is alone great in spite of fortune. Tlic malice , 
of friendship, the littleness of cuiiosity, is as severe a test as 
the impartiality and enlarged views of history. 
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fir>t and last; and this it was that seated him 
on the pinnacle of fame, a pre-eminence that 
no artist, without an equal warrant from na- 
ture and genius, will ever deprive liim of. 
M'ith respeet to indications of early genius for 
particular things, 1 will just mention, that 1 
myself know an instance of a little boy, who 
could catch the hardest tunes, w'hcn between 
two and three years old, w'ilhout any assistance 
but hearing them played on a hand-organ in 
the street; and who follow'ed the exquisite 
pieces of Mozart, played to him for the first 
time, so as to fall in like an echo at the close. 
Was this accident, or education, or natural 
aptitude ? 1 think the last. All the pre- 

sumptions are for it, and there are none 
against it. 

In fine, do we not see how hard certain 
early impressions, or prejudices acquired later, 
are to overcome ? Do we not say, habit is a 
second nature ? And shall we not allow the 
force of nature itself.? If the real disposition 
is concealed for a time and tampered with, 
how readily it breaks out with the first excuse 
or opportunity ! How soon does the drunkard 
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fo^’gct his resolution and constrained sobriety, 
at sight of the foaming tankard and blazing 
hearth ! Does not the passion for gaming, in 
which there had been an involuntary pause, 
return like a madness all at once? It would 
be needless to offer instances of so obvious a 
truth. But if this superinduced nature is not 
to be got the better of by reason or prudence, 
who shall pretend to set aside the original 
one by prescription and management? Thus, 
if we turn to the characters of women, we find 
that the shrew, the jilt, the coquette, the 
wanton, the intriguer, the liar continue all 
their lives the same. Meet them after tlie 
lapse of a quarter or half a century, and they 
arc still infallibly at their old work. No rebuke 
from experience, no lessons of misfortune 
make the least impression on them. On they 
go 5 and, in fact, they can go on in no other 
way. They try other things, but it will not 
do. They arc like fish out of water, except 
in the element of their favourite vices. They 
might as well not be, as cease to be what they 
are by nature and custom. “Can the Ethi- 
opian chang'' his skin, or the leopard his spots!*” 
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Neither do these wretched persons find any 
satisfaction or consciousness of their power, 
but in beinj,^ a plague and a torment to them- 
selves and every one else as long as they can. 
A good sort of woman is a character more rare* 
than any of these, but it is equally durable. 
Look at the head of Hogarth’s Idle Apprentice 
in the boat, holding up his fingers as horns at 
Cuckold’s Point, and ask what penitentiary, 
W'ha( prison-discipline would change the form 
of his forehead, “ villainous low,” or die con- 
ceptions lurking wdthin it? Nothing ; — no 
mother’s fearful w^Trnings, — nor the formi- 
dable precaul ions of that wiser and more lov- 
ing mother, his country! That fellow is still 
to be met witli somcwdiere in our time. Is 
he a spy, a jack-ketch, or an underling of of- 
fice? In truth, almost all the characters in 
Hogarth are of the class of incorrigiblcs ; so 
that 1 often wonder what has become of some 
of them. Have the w-orst ol them been clear- 
ed out, like the breed of noxious animals ? 
Or have they been swept away, like locusts, 
in the whirlwind of the French Revolution? 
Or has Mr. Bentham pul them into his Panop- 

8 . 
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fi'qon ; from which they have come out, so that 
nobody knows them, like the chimney-sw'eepcr 
hoy at Sadler’s Wells, that was thrown into a 
cauldron and came out a little dapper vo- 
lunteer? I will not deny that some of them 
may, like Chaucer’s characters, have been 
modernised a lillle; but 1 think 1 could nv 
Iranslate a few of them into their mother- 
tongue, the original honest hlack-lelter. We 
may refine, we may di'-gnise, we may equi- 
vocate, we may compound for our vices, with- 
out getting rid of them ; as wo change our 
liquors, but do not leave off drinking. We 
may, in this respect, look forward to a decent 
and moderate, rather than a thorough and 
radical reform. Or (without going dc^ep into 
the political question) I conceive w'e may im - 
prove the mechanism, if not the texture of 
society ; that is, w'c may improve the physical 
circumstances of individuals and their general 
relations lo the state, though the internal cha- 
racter, like the grain in w'ood, or the sap in 
trees, that .-lill rises, bend them how you will, 
may remain nearly the same. The clay that ’ 
th(! potter ises may be of the same quality. 
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coarse or line in itself, though he may moqjcl 
it into vessels of very different shape or heauty. 
Who shall alter the stamina of national cha- 
racter by any systematic process ? Who shall 
make the French respectable, or the English 
amiable? Yet the author of the year aSoo’ 
has done it ! Suppose public spirit to become 
ihe general principle of action in the com- 
munity — how would it shew itself? Would 
it not then become the fashion, like loyalty, 
and have its apes and parrots, like loyalty? 
The man of principle would no longer be dis- 
tinguished from the erovn\,t\ieseivuinpeciis 
imitatonim. There is a cant of democracy 
as well as of aristocracy ; and we have seen 
both triumphant in our day. The Jacobin of 
*794 Anti-Jacobin of i8i4« The 

loudest chaunters of the Pjcans of liberty were 
the loudest applaiulers of the restored doc- 
Irine of divine right. They drifted with the 
stream, they sailed before the breeze in eitlu’r 
ca.se. The politician was changed ; the man 
was the same, the very same ! — But enough of 
this.^ 


* Merrier. 
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1 do not know any moral to be deduced 
IVom this view of the subject but one, name* 
Jy, that we should mind our own business, 
cultivate our good qualities, if we have any, 
and irritate ourselves less about the absur- 
dities of olher people, which neither we nor 
they can lielp. I grant there is something 
in what 1 Jiave said, which might ])e made to 
glance towards the doctrines of original sin, 
grace, election, reprobalion, or tlie Gnostic 
principle that acts alone did not determine the 
virtue or vice of the character ; and in tliose 
doctrines, so far as they are deducil)Ie from 
what I have said, 1 agree — but always witli a 
salvo. 



ESSAY XIX. 


ON VULGARITY AND AFFECTATION. 


Fuw subjects are more nearly allied than 
those two — vulgarity and alFeclalion. ll may 
bp .said of them truly that “thin partitions do 
iheii' bounds divide.” There cannot be a 
surer proof of a low origin or of an innate 
meanness of disposition, than to be always 
talking and thinking of being genteel. We 
.must have a strong tendency to that which we 
are always trying to avoid : whenever wc pre- 
lend, on all occasions, a mighty contempt for 
any thing, it is a pretty clear sign that we feel 
ourselves very nearly on a level with it. Of 
the two classes of people, I hardly know' which 
is to be regarded with most distaste, the vulgar 
' apingrthc genteel, or the genteel constantly 
•sneering at and endeavouring to distingiii.sh 



IC)0 ON VULGARITY AND AFFECTATION. 

themselves from the vulgar. These two sets 
of persons are always thinking of one another-, 
the low^cr of the higher with envy, the more 
fortunate of their less happy neighbours vrith 
contempt. They are habitually placed in 
opposition to each other: jostle in their pre- 
tensions at every turn; and die same objects 
and train of thought (only reversed by the re- 
lative situation of either party) occupy their 
whole time and attention. The one are strain- 
ing every nerve and outraging common sense, 
to be tliought genteel; the others have no 
other object or idea in their heads than not to 
be thought vulgar. This is but poor spite ; 
a very pitiful style of ambition. To be merely 
not that which one heartily despises, is a very 
humble claim to superiority : to despise what 
one really is, is still worse. Most of the cha- 
racters in Miss Burney’s novels, the Brangli- 
tons, the Smiths, the Dubsters, the Cecilias, 
the Delvilles, etc. arc well met in this re- 
spect, and much of a piece : the one half an- 
trying not lo be taken for themselves, and the 
other half not to bo taken for the first. They 
neither of them have any pretensions of their 
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own, or real standard of worth. “ A featljer 
will turn the scale of their avoirdupois 
thouffh the fair authoress was not aware of the 
metaphysical identity of her principal and 
subordinate characters. Adectation is the 
master-key to both. 

Gentility is only a more select and artificial 
kind of vulgarity. It cannot exist but by a 
sort of borrowed distinction. It plumes itself 
up and revels in the homely pretensions of the 
mass of mankind. It judges of the worth of 
(ivery thing by name, fashion, opinion j and 
hence, from the conscious absence of real 
qualities or sincere satisfaction in itself, it 
builds its supercilious and fantastic conceit 
on the wretchedness and wauls of others. 
Violent antipathies arc always suspicious, and 
Jbelray a secret .affinity. The difference be- 
tween tlic “ Great Vulgar and the Small” i.s 
mostly in outward circumstances. 'I'he cox- 
comb^criticiscs the dress of the clown, as the 
pedant cavils at the bad grammar of the illite- 
rate, or as the prude is shocked at ihc backslid- 
ings-nf her frail acquaintance. Those who have 
the fewest resources in themselves, naturally 
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seek the food of their self-love elsewhere. 
The most if;norant people find most to laugh 
at in strangers : scandal and satire prevail most 
in conntry-places ; and a propensity to ridi- 
cule every the slightest or most palpable de- 
viation from what w'c happen to approve, 
ceases with the progress of common sense and 
decency. ‘ True worth does not exult in the 
faults and deficiencies of others ; as true re- 
finement turns away from grossnessand defor- 
mity, instead of being templed to indulge in 
an unmanly triumph over it. baphael would 
not faint away at the daubing of a sign-post, 
nor Homer hold his head the higher for being 

* “If uti EuKipran, wlien lie has ciil ofl’Iils heard and put 
false hair on his head, or bound up liis own riatuial hair in 
regular hard knots, as unlike nature as he can possibly make 
it j and after haunt; lendcicd them iiiimoveahJe by the help 
of the fat of hogs, lias covered the whole with flour, laid 
by a machine with the utmost regularity j if when ihu ‘altii- 
c'd he issues foiili, and meets a Cherokee Indian, who has 
bestowed as niitch time at his toilet, and laid on wi' n equal 
care and attention his yellow and red okeron puilicular parts 
of his forchcat^ or cheeks, as he judges most becoming ; 
whoever of these two despises the other for this attention to 
the fashion of his coiintiy, which ever first feels himself 
pio\oked to laugh, is the haiharian.” -Sir Joshua Reynolds’s 
Discourses, Vol. j p. a 3 r, a. 
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jn. ihe company of a Grub-street bard. R«al 
power, real excellence docs not seek for a foil 
in imperfection 5 nor fear contamination from 
corning;* in contact with that which is coarse and 
homely. It reposes on itself, and is equally 
free from spleen and alfectatioji. But the 
spirit of f^enlility is the mere essence of splecMi 
and affectation , — of affected delight in its own 
wojild-be qualifications, and of ineffable dis- 
dain poured out upon the involuntary blun- 
ders or accidental disadvantages of tliose 
whom it chooses to treat as its inferiors. — 
riius a fashionable Miss titters till she is ready 
to burst her sides at the uncouth shape of a 
bonnet, or the abrupt drop of a courtesy (suc h 
as Jeanie Deans would make) in a country- 
i*irl who conics to be hired by her Mamma as 
a servant : — yet to sliew how little foundation 
thertk is for this hysterical expression of her 
extreme good opinion of herself and contempt 
for thfe untutored rustic, she would herself 
the next day be delighted wdth the very same- 
shaped bonnet if brought h(,*r by a French 
millftAer and told it was all the fashion, and in 
a week’s lyme will become quite familiar with 
VOL.^lp 9 
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the maid, and chatter -with her (upon e qual 
terms) about caps and ribbons and lace by the 
hour together. There is no difiereuce be- 
tween them but that of situation in the 
kitchen or in the parlour : let circumstances 
bring them together, and they fit like hand 
and glove. It is like mistress, like maid. 
Their talk, tlieir thoughts, their dreams, their 
likings and dislikes arc the same. The mis- 
tress's head runs continually on dress and 
finery, so docs the maid’s : the young lady 
longs to ride in a coach and six, so docs th.e 
maid, if she could : Miss forms a beau ideal 
of a lover with black eyes and rosy cheeks, 
which does not difl'er from that of her attend- 
ant : both like a smart man, the one the fool- 
man and the other his master, for the same 
reason ; both like handsome furniture and fine 
houses ; both apply the terms, shockin^^ and 
disagreeable, to the same things and persons : 
both have a great notion of balls, plays, ‘.reals, 
song-books and love-tales : both like a wed- 
ding or a christening, and both would give 
their little fingers to see a coronation,, with 
this diiTerct'.cc, that the one has a chance of 
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^clting a seat at it, and the other is dying vrjth 
envy that she has not. — ^Indeed, this last is a 
ceremony that delights equally the greatest 
monarch and the meanest of his subjects, 
ihe vilest of the rabble. Yet this whicli is the 
height of gentility and the consummation of 
external distinction and splendour, is, 1 should 
say, a vulgar ceremony. For what degree of 
refinement, of capacity, of virtue is required 
in the individual who is so distinguished, or is 
necessary to his enjoying this idle and impo- 
singparade of his person ? Is he delighted with 
the state-coach and gilded pannels ? So is the 
poorest wretch that gazes at it. Is he struck with 
the spirit, the beauty and symmetry of the eight 
cream-coloured horses? There is not one of the 
immense multitude, who flock to see the sight 
from town or country, St. Giles’s or White- 
chafid, young or old, rich or poor, gentle or 
simpH^, who does not agree to admire the same 
object^. Is he delighted with the yeomen of 
the guard, the military escort, the groups of 
ladies, the badges of sovereign power, the 
kingly crown, the marshal’s truncheon and the 
judge’s robe, the array that precedes and fol- 
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lows him, the crowded streets, the windowA 
hung w'ith eager looks ? So arc the mob, for 
they “ have eyes and see them !’’ There is no 
one faculty of mind or body, natural or ac- 
<{uirc(l, essential to the principal figure in this 
procession, more than is common to the 
meanest and most despised attendant on it. A 
wax-work figure would answer the same pur- 
pose ; a Lord Mayor of London has as much 
tinsel to be proud of. 1 would rather have a 
king do something that no one else has the 
power or magnanimity to do, or say some- 
thing that no one else has the wisdom to say, 
or look more handsome, more thoughtful, or 
benign than any one else in his dominions. 
Hut 1 see nothing to raise one’s idea of him in 
his being made a show of: if the pageant 
would do as well without the man, the man 
woulil do as well without the pageant ! Kfiiigs 
have been declared to bo “ lovers of low/tom- 
pany : ’ and this maxim, besides the I'oasou 
sometimes assigned for it, viz. that they meet 
with less opposition to their wills from such 
persons, will 1 suspect be found to turn atdast 
oil the con.-ideration 1 am here stating, that 
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ftiey also meet with more sympathy in their 
tastes. The most ignorant and though iJess 
have the greatest admiration of the baubles, 
the outward symbols of pomp and power, the 
sound and show, which are the habitual de- 
light and mij;hty prerogative of kings. The 
stupidest slave worships the gaudiest tyrant. 
The same gross motives appeal to the same 
gross capacities, flatter the pride of ihe supe- 
rior and excilci ihe servility of the dependant . 
whereas a higher reach of moral and intellec- 
tiial refinement might seek in vain for higlu^r 
proofs of internal worth and inherent majesty 
in llie object of ils idolatry, and not finding the 
divinity lodged wilhin, the unreasonable ex- 
pectation raised would proliably end in morti- 
fication on both sides! — There is little to 
distinguisli a king from his subjects but the 
rab?T^le\s sliout — if he loses lliat and is reduced 
lo thfr forlorn liojie of gaining the suftVages of 
the wise and good, lie is of all men the most 
miserable. — But enough of this. 

I like it,” says Miss Rranghlon ' in Eve- 


Tliis name was originally spelt Braiii'hton in the Ma- 
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lii^a (meaning the Opera) “because it is not 
vulgar.” Tliat is, she likes it, not because 
there is any thing to like in it, but because* 
other people are prevented from liking or 
knowing any thing about it. Janus Weather- 
cock, Esq. laiigheth to scorn and despitefully 
enlreatclh and hugely condemneth my dra- 
matic articles in the London Magazine, for 
a like reason. 1 must therefore make an 
example of him in termrein to all snoli hv- 
percritics. He finds fault with me and calls 
my taste vulgar, because 1 go to Satller’.-i 
W ells (• ‘a place he has heard of’ — 0 Lord, Sir! ) 
— because I notice the Miss Dennetts, “ great 
favourites with the Whitechapel orders’" 
— praise Miss Valancy, “ a bouncing Co- 
lumbine at Astley’s and them there places, 
as his barber informs him” (has he no way of 
establishing himself in his own good oprAion 
bnt by triumphing over his barber’s baft En- 
glish?) — and finally, because I rccognkc the 
existence of the Cobourg and the Surrey the- 

iMiscripi, and ^v.is altcied to Di anglitnn by a mistake of ilii^ 
piinier Braiiuhton, however, was thought a good name foi 
ilic occasion and was suffered to stand. t 
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alres, at the names of which he cries “ Faugh” 
with great significance, as if he had some 
personal disgust at them, and yet he would 
be supposed never to have entered them. It 
is not his cue as a welJ-bred critic. C'est 
beau ca. Now this appears to me a very 
crude, unmeaning, indiscriminate, wholesale 
and vulgar way of thinking. It is prejud- 
ging things in the lump, by names and places 
and classes, instead of judging of tliem by 
what they are in tlicmselves, by their real 
^(ualities and shades of distinction. There is 
no selection, truth, or delicacy in such a 
mode of proceeding. It is affecting ignorance, 
and making it a title to wdsdom. It is a va- 
pid assumption of superiority. It is exceed- 
ing impertinence. It is rank coxcombry. 

It is nothing in the world else. To condemn 
because the multitude admire is as essential- 
ly vi^gar as to admire because they admire. 
Therd is no exercise of taste or judgment in 
either case : ])Oth arc equally repugnant to 
good sense, and of the two 1 should prefer 
the good-natured side. 1 would as soon agree 
with my barber as differ from him : and why 
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should I make a point of reversing the seu- 
tencc of the Whitechapel orders ? Or how can 
it affect my opinion of the mc*rits of an actor 
at the Cohourg or the Surrey theatres, that 
these theatres are in or out of the Bills of Mor- 
tality ? This is an easy, short-hand way of jud- 
ging, as gross as it is mechanical. It is not a 
difficult matter to settle cpiestions of taste by 
consulting the map of London, or to prove; 
your lii)era]iLy by geographical distinctions. 
Janus jumbles things togitlu'r strangely. If 
lie had seen Mr. Kean in a provincial theatre,, 
at Exeter or Taunton, he would have; tliought 
it vulgar to admire liim : but when he had 
been stamped in London, Janus would no 
doubt shew his discernment and tlie subtlety 
of his tact for the display of character and 
passion, by not being Jiehind the fashion. 
The Miss Dennetts are “little unformed gj^Us,’ 
for no other reason than because thej^dan- 
c(‘d at one of the Minor Theatres ; le^i them 
but come out on the Opera boards, and let 
the beauty and fashion of the season greet 
them with a fairy shower of delighted, ap- 
plause, and they would outshine Milanie 
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^-.with ihc foot of fire.” His {jorfjo rises^ at 
ihe mention of a certain quarter of the 
town: whatever passes current in’ another, he 
'•‘swalJows total grist unsifted, husks and all.” 
This is not taste, but folly. At this rate, the 
hackney-coachman who drives liim, or liis 
horse Coninbitior whom he has* introduced 
as a select personage to the vulgar reader, 
knows as miicli of Ihe matter as lie does, — In 
a word, Ihe answer lo all tins in the first in- 
slanceis to say >vlial vulgarity is. j\ow its es- 
sence, I imagine, consists in taking manners, 
actions, words, opinions on trust from others, 
withoutexamining one’sown feelings or weigh- 
ing tlie merits of llie case. It is coarseness 
or shallowness of laste arising from want of 
indivitlual refinement, together with the con- 
(idcnceand i)resiimption inspired by example 
anCi numbers. It may be defined to be a 
pros?\iliition of the mind or body to ape iht^ 
more*’ or less obvious defects of others, be- 
cause by so doing we shall secure the suf- 
frages of tliose we associate with. To alfeet 
a gesture, an opinion, a plirase, because it is 
the rage with a large number of j)cr5ons, or 
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to, hold it in abhorrence because another set 
of persons very little, ifatall, better informed, 
cry it down to distingnisb themselves from 
the former, is in either case equal vulgarity 
and absurdity. — A thing is not vulgar mere- 
ly because it is common. Tis common to 
breathe, to sec, to feel, to live. Nothing 
is vulgar that is natural, spontaneous, una- 
voidable. Grossness is not vidgarity, igno- 
rance is not vulgarity, awkwardness is not 
vulgarity : but all these become vulgar when 
they are affected and shewn off on the autho- 
rity of others, or to fall in with the fashion 
or the company we keep. Caliban is coarst; 
enough, but surely he is not vulgar. ^Vo 
might as well spurn the clod under our feet, 
and call it vulgar. Cobbett is coarse enough, 
but he is not vulgar. lie does not belong to ^ 
the herd. Nothing real, nothing originahean 
be vulgar : but 1 should think an imita/or of 
Cobbett a vulgar man. Emery’s Yorkahire- 
man is vulgar, because he is a Yorkshireman. 

It is the cant and gibberish, the cunning and 
low life of a particular district; it has “a 
stamp exclusive and provincial.” He might 
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^‘.gabble most brutisbly” and yet not (all 
under the letter of the definition: but “his 
speech bewrayeth him,” his dialect (like the 
jargon of a Bond-street lounger) is the damn- 
ing circumstance. If he were a mere block- 
head, it would not signify : but he thinks 
himself a knowing hand, according to the 
.notions and practices of those with whom he 
waHiroughtup, and which he thinks ihe go 
everywhere. In a word, this character is not 
llie odspriag of nnlulored nature, but of bad 
habits; it is made up of ignorance and con- 
ceit. It has a mixture of slang in it. All 
slang phrases are for the same reason vulgar ; 
but there is nothing vulgar in the common 
Engli.sh idiom. Simplicity is not vulgarity ; 
but tbe looking to alleclation of any sort for 
distinction is. A cockney is a vulgar eha- 
fiaii M-, whose imagination cannot wander bc- 
yoillt^the suburbs of the metropolis : so is a 
^(*llo^V who is always thinking of the High- 
street, Edinburgh. We want a name for this 
last character. An opinion is vulgar that is 
stewed in the rank breath of the rabble : nor 
is it a bu purer or more refined for having 
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passed tbroiigli the well-dcansed teeth of* a 
whole court. The inherenl vulgarity is iii 
having no other feeling on any subject than 
the crude, blind, headlong, gregarious notion 
acquired by sympathy with the mixed multi- 
tude or with a lastidioiis minority, who are just 
as insensible to the real truth, and as indif- 
f(‘renl to every thing but their own frivolous 
and vexatious pretensions. The upper are 
not wiser than the lower orders, because tlu’y 
resolv(‘ to dill'er from them. The fashionable 
have the advantage of the unfasliionable in 
nothing but the fashion. The true vulgar 
are the se/vnm pecus iniitatnrum — the herd 
of preleiiders to what they do not feel and to 
what is not natural to them, whether in high 
or low life. To belong to any class, to move 
in any rank or sphere of life, is not a very 
exclusive distinelion or test of rcfinciv'caso 
Refinement will in all classes be the eye ,•> 
tion, not ihc rule ^ and the exception niRy fall 
out in one class as well as another. A king 
is but an hereditary title. A nobleman is only 
one of the House of Peers. To be a knight, 
or alderman is confessedly a vulgar ihing. 
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i^lic kinfj llie other day made Sir Walter Ssolt 
a baronet, but not all the power of tlic Throe 
Estates could makeanotlicr Author of Waver- 
Icy. IVinces, heroes arc often common-placc 
people ; Hamlet was not a vulgar character, 
neither was Don Quixote. To be an author, 
to be a jwintor, is notbing. It is a trick, it 
is a trade. 

* ;‘^Vn aiiilioi ! ’tis a veneiabk* name . 

How few deserve it, yet what numbers claim!’’ 

Nay, to be a Member of the Royal Academy, 
o.r a Fellow of the Royal Society, is but a 
vulgar distinction. But to be a Virgil, a 
Milton, a Raphael, a Claude, is what fell to 
the lot of humanity but once! 1 do not think 
ihej were vulgar people, though for any 
thing 1 know to the contrary the first Lord 
of tin' l!ed-cliarabcr may be a very vulgar 
man • for any thing 1 know to the contrary, 
he nu.,^ not be so. — Such are pretty much my 
notipins of gentility and vulgarity. 

1 liere is a well-dressed and an ill-dressed 
mob, both which 1 hate. Odi pwfanum 
lililgus, et arceo. The vapid affectation of 
the one is to me even more intolerable than 
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the 'gross insolence and brutality of the other. 
If a set of low-lived fellows are noisy, rude, 
and boisterous, to shew iheir disregard of the 
company, a set of fashionable coxcombs arc, 
to a nauseous degree, finical and effi'ininate, 
to shew their thorough breeding. Ylie one 
arc governed by their feelings, however 
coarse and misguided, which is something.-, 
the others consult only appearances, wliich 
are nothing, either as a tost of happiness or 
virtue. Hogarth in his prints has trimmed 
the balance of pretension between the down- 
right blackguard and the soi-disani fine gen- 
tleman unanswerably. It does not appear in 
his moral demonstrations (whatever it may do 
in tlie genteel letter -writing of Lord Ches- 
terfield, or the chivalrous rhapsodies of Burke) 
that vice by losing all its grossness loses half 
its evil. It becomes more contemptible, not 
less disgusting. What is there in common, 
for instance, between his beaux and belles, 
his rakes and his coquets, and the men and 
women, the true heroic and ideal characters 
in Raphael? But his people of fashion. jind" 
quality are just upon a par with the low, the 
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selfish, the unideal characters in the con- 
trasted view of human life, and are often the 
very same characters, only changing places. 
If the lower ranks are actuated by envy and 
iincharitahieness towards the upper, the latter 
have scarcely any feelings but of pride, con- 
tempt, and aversion to the lower. If the 
p^or would pull down the rich to get at their 
good 'things, the rich would tread down the 
poor as in a vine-press, and squeeze the 
last shilling out of their pockets and the last 
tlrop of hlood out of their veins. If the head- 
strong self-will and unruly turbulence of a 
common ale-house are shocking, what shall 
we say to the studied insincerity, the insipid 
want of common sense, the callous insensi- 
bility of the drawing-room and boudoir? 1 
would rather see the feelings of our common 
nature (for they are the same at bottom) 
expreiised in the most naked and unqualified 
wayj than see every feeling of our nature 
suppressed, stifled, hermetically scaled under 
ijfie smooth, cold, glittering varnish of pre- 
tended refinement and conventional politeness. 
The one may be corrected by being better 
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informed ; the other is incorrigible, wilful, 
heartless depravity. 1 cannot describe the 
contempt and disgust 1 have felt at the tone 
of what would be thought good company, 
w'hen 1 have witnessed the sleek, smiling, 
glossy, gratuitous assumption of superiority 
to every feeling of humanity, honesty or prin- 
ciple, making part of the etiquette, tlie mental 
and moral costume of tlie table, and o\er'y 
profession of toleration or favour for the lower 
orders, that is, for the great mass of our 
fellow -creatures, treated as an indecorum 
and breach of the harmony of well-regulated 
society. In short, 1 prefer a bear-garden to 
the adder’s den. Or to put the case in its 
extremest point of view, I have more patience 
W'itli men in a rude state of nature outraging 
the human form, than 1 have with apes 
“making mops and mows” at the extrava- 
gances tney liave first provoked. 1 can en- 
dure the brutality (as it is termed) of* n,-obs 
better than the inhumanity of courts, 'ihe 
violence ol’ the one rages like a fire ; the in- 
sidious policy of the other strikes like a pt^siaT 
lone* , and W more fatal and inevitable. The 
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?*1ow poison of despotism is worse than the f on- 
vnlsivc strugf^lcs of anarchy. “Of all evils,” 
says Hume, “anarcliy is the shortest-lived.” 
The one may “ break out like a wild over- 
throw,” blit the other from its secret, sac'ri d 
stand operates unseen, and undermines the 
happiness of kingdoms for ages, lurks in the 
hollow cheek and stares you in the lace in 
the’ghastly eye of want and agony and woe. 
It is dreadful to hear the noise and uproar of 
an infuriated mullitude stung by the sense of 
wrong, and maddened by sympathy : it is more 
appalling to think of the smile answered by 
other graeious smiles, of the whisper echoed 
by other assenting whispers, which doom 
them first to despair and then to destruction. 
Popular fury finds its counterpart in courtly 
servility. If every outrage is to bo apprehen- 
ded from the one, every iniquity is delibe- 
rateliv, sanctioned Jiy the other, without rc- 
gan'l lo justice or decency. The w^ord ol‘ a 
ki^% “ (lO thou and do likewise,” make^ 
met stoutest heart dumb : truth and virtue 
^Ir'.rink before it. ‘ If there arc Avatclnvord.s 

' A tarty of rjnality, in alliibion to thegallauliios of a rcignii i; 

9 - 
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t'or<the rabble, have not the polite and fashion- 
able their hackneyed phrases, their fulsome 
unmeaning jargon as well ? Both are to me 
anathema ! 

To return to the first question, as it re- 
gards individual and private manners. There 
is a fine illustration of the effects of preposte- 
rous and affected gentility in the characttj’ 
of Gertrude, in the old comedy of Eastward 
Hoe, written by Ben Jonson, Marston, and 
Chapman in conjunction. This play is sup- 
posed to have given rise to Hogarth’s series 
of prints of the Idle and Industrious jlp- 
prentice; and there is something exceedingly 
Hogarthian in the view both of vulgar and of 
genteel life here displayed. I’hc character 
of Gerirnde in particular, the heroine of the 
piece, is inimitably drawn. The mixture of 
vanity and meanness, the internal worthless- 
ness and external pretence, the rustic/ igno- 
rance and fine lady-like airs, the inloxicjflion 
of novelty and infatuation of pride, app'^ar 
like a drc.'im or romance, rather than ah'i'r 

Princp, being told, “ I suppose it will be your turn next?'* said, ' 
No; I hope iKt* , for you know ii is impossible to refuse!'* 
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thing in real life. Cinderella and her giass- 
slippcr are common-place to it. Slic is not, 
like Millamant (a century afterwards) the ac- 
complished fine lady, but a pretender to all 
the foppery and finery of the character. It 
is the honey-moon with her ladyship, and 
her folly is at the full. To be a wife and the 
yrife of a knight are to her pleasures “ worn 
in tiicir ncAvesI gloss,” and nothing can ex- 
ceed her raptures in the contemplation of 
both parts of the dilemma. It is not fami- 
liarity, but novelty that weds her to the 
court. She rises into the air of gentility from 
the ranksoil of a city-life, and flultei’s about 
there with all the fantastic delight of a but- 
terfly that has just changed its caterpillar 
state. The sound of My Lady intoxicates her 
with delight, makes her giddy, and almost 
turns her brain. On the bare strength of it 
she is ready to turn her father and mother 
OLitlof doors, and treats her brother and sister 
v^h infinite disdain and judicial hardness of 
Ijeart. With some speculators, the modern 
piii-iosophy has deadened and distorted all 
the natural atfeclions : and before abstract 
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ideas and ihe mischievous refinements of li^ 
Icrature were introduced, nothing; was to be 
met with in the primeval state of society l)ul 
simplicity and pastoral innocence of man- 
ners — 

“And all was conscienoc and u-ndci licait.” 

This historical play f}ivcs the lie to the ahovtr 
theory pretty broadly, yet delicately. ^..Orir 
heroine is as vain as she is ignorant, and as 
unprincipled as she is botli •, and vvitliout an 
idea or wish of any kind but that of adorning 
her person in the glass, and being called and 
thought a lady, sometliing superior to a ci- 
tizen’s wife. * She is so bent on finery that 

* “ Girtreil. For die passion of paiiencc, look if Sir IV- 
ironcl approarli. Tliat sweet, dial fine, dial delicale, ihat 
— for love’s sake, tell me if lie come. Oli, sister iMill, diotit^li 
my fadier be a low-capt tiadesinan, yei 1 iiiiisl be a lady, and 
J praise God my inother must call me Madam. Does lie come? 
O/r with diis gown for shame’s .sake, oil with ihis i^own! 
Let not my knij'ht take me in llic ci(y ent, in any Land! 
Tcar’t ! Po.v on’t dors lie come?) lear’l oil! Thus '^hih' 
she sleeps^ I sorrow Jor her sake. (Siiif^s.) > 

Mddreih Lord, sister, with what an immodest iiiijiaiieiK;v 
and disgracriul scoin do ) on put olf your city-tire! J ^ 
Sony to think yon imagine to right yourself in wronginp' 
ihal \^ilich hai i made Iiodi v**n and ns. 
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believes in miraeJes lo obtain it, .and 
expects the fairies to bring it her. She is 


(jir. 1 icll yon, I cannot cmlinc it : 1 must be a latly : do 
you wcai your cfuoifl -with a London ticket! your stamcl 
petticoat with two ciiards! tlie buniii gown with the tuf- 
tafitiy cap and the velvet lace! I nuisi be a ladyj and I 
will be a lady. I like some humours of the city dames well : 
to cat chenies only at an angel a pound j good : lo dye rich 
icarlol black \ pretty : to line a grograui gow n clean through 
with velvet; tolerable: thoir pure linen, their smocks of 
tlirce pound a smock, arc to be borne withal : but vonr 
ininciiig nicciics, laflliy pipkins, durance petticoats, and 
silver bodkins — God’s my life! as 1 shall be a lady, I cuunot 
endure it. 

Well, sister, tluise that scorn their nest, oft fly with 
a sick wing. 

Gii\ Row-hell ! Alas, poor Mill, when I am a lady, Til 
pray lor dice yet Pfaith ; nay, and I’ll vouchsafe to call thee 
sister Mill still ; fl»r though thou art not like to be a lady as 
J am, yet surely tliou art a creature of God’s making, and 
inay’st poradvciitme be saved as soon as 1 (docs he coinc ?) 
And ci'cr and anon she doubled in her song. 

Rlil. Now (lady’s my comfort) what a profane ape’s here ! 

hnlet iSir Petrosel Flash, ToucusTOMi, and Mr^. 
t ToUCIlSTONfc. 

Is my knight come? 0 die lord, my band! Sister, 
fin my checks look well? Give me a little box o’die ear, 
^lat J may seem to blusli. Now, noAv ! so, there, there! here 
he is ! 0 my dearest delight! Lord, lord! and liow does my 
kniuhl? 
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quite above tliiiikinfj of a settlement, join* 
ture, or pin-money. She takes the will for 

Touchstone^ f’ic, widi more modesty. 

Gir, Modesty ! why, I am no citizen now. Modesty ! am 1 
not to be married? You're best to keep me modest, now I am 
to be a lady, 

Sir Petronei. Boldness is a good fashion, and court-like. 

Gir. Aye, in a country lady I hope it is, as 1 shall be. And 
how chance ye came no sooner, knight? 

Sir Pet. Faith, 1 was so entertained in the progress with 
one Count Epernoun, a Welch knight : we had a match nr 
baloon too with my Lord Whackum for four crowns. 

Gir* And when shall 's be married, my knight? 

Sir Pet. I am come now to consummate : and ynui fathet 
may call a poor knight son-in-law. 

Mrs. louchstone. Yes, that he is a knight: 1 know whcic 
he had money to pay the gentlemen ushers and heralds theii 
fees. Aye, that he is a knight: and so might you have 
been too, if ynu had been aught else but an ass, as well ns 
some of your neighbours. An J thought you would not ha' 
been knighted, as I am an honest woman, I would ha’ dubbed 
you myself. I praise God, 1 have wherewithal. But .ts foi- 
you, daughter 

Gir, Aye, mother, I must be a lady to-morrow j and hy 
your leave, mother (I speak it not without my duty,, bur 
only in the ri^^htofiny husband), I must take place offyoii, 
mother. v 

Mrs. Touch That you shall, lady-daughter ; and ha 
coach as wefl as 1. 

Gir. Yes, mother i but my coach-horses must take tliAval 
of yom coaeh-h ises. 
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ihe deed all through the piece, and i? so 
besotted with this ignorant, vulgar notion of 

Touch. Come, come, the day pfowslow ; ’tis supper-liinc • 
and j»ir, respect my dauphtcr; she has refused for you wealthy 
and honest matches, known good men. 

Gir. Body o’ truth, citizens, citizens ! Sweet knight, as 
soon as ever we arc married, take me to thy mercy, out of 
this miserable city. Presently : carry me out of the scent of 
Newcastle coal and the hearing of Bow-bell, 1 beseech thee i 
down with me, for God’s sake.” Act i. Scfpte i. 

This dotage on sound and show seemed characteristic of 
that age (sec IVew JVay to Pay Old Debts, etc.) — as if in 
the grossness of sense, and the absence of all intellectual 
and abstract topics of thought and disconrsc (the thin, cir- 
culating medium of the present day) the mind was attracted 
without the power of resistance to the tinkling sound of its 
own name with a title added to it, and the image of its own 
person tricked out in old-fashioned finery. The effect, no 
doubt, was also more marked and striking from the contrast 
between the ordinary penury and poverty of the age and the 
first and more extravagant demonstrations of luxury and 
r'iitifleial icfirieiiicut. Here is one more of specimen. 

“ Girired. Good lord, that there arc no fairies now-a- 
days, Syii. 

Sj^ndefy. Why, M.adam ? 

GV. To do miracles, and biing ladies money. Sure, if 
wt/lay in a cleanly house, they would haunt it, Synne? I’ll 
wy. I’ll sweep the chamber soon at night, and set a dish of 
^uter o’ the hearth. A fairy may come and bring a pearl 
■ or a diamond. We do not know, Synne : or there may be a 
pot of gold hid in the yard, if we had tools to dig for ’t. 
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rank and title as a real thinf' tliat cannot be 
counterfeited, that slie is the dupe of her OA»n 
fine stratagems, and marries a gnll, a dolt, a 
broken adventurer for an accomplished and 
brave gentleman. Her meanness is ecpial to 
her folly or her pride (and nothing can be 
greater), yet slie liohls out on the strength of 
her original prelensioiLs for a long time, and 
plays the upstart with decent and imposing 
consistency. Indeed her infatnalion and ca- 
prices are akin to the nighty perversity of a 
disordered imagination; and another turn of 
the wheel of good or evil fortune would have 

Why may not wc two riso <*aily i’ tin' morning, Synne, afon: 
any body is up, and find a jowcl V die streets worth a hundretf 
pounds ? May not some great conn-lady, as she coinrs 
from rcv'cJs at midnight, look out of hci roach, as ’ris run- 
ning, and lose such a j<’w«'l, and wc find it? Iia ! 

tiVn. They are preiiy waking dreams, these. 

Gir. Or may not some old usurer be drunk ovei-niglil 
with a hag of money, and leave it behind him on a stall ? 
For God’s sake, Syn, let ’s rise to-morrow by break of day, 
■and see. 1 pi-.'tesi, la, if 1 had as much money as an 
man, 1 would scatter sonic on’t i’ the streets, for poor la\*ies 
to find when tlx ii knights were laid np. And now J reiiieml).^ 
my song of the Golden Shower, why may not 1 have sncli^ 
foiintn ^ rii sing it, and try what lock 1 shall have aftcTTi i,, 
Act V. s ,i M' i. 
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sent her to keep company with Hogarth’s 
Merveilleuses in Bedlam, or with Deckar^s 
group of Coquets in the same place. — The 
other parts of the play are a dreary lee-shore, 
like Cuckold’s Point on the coast of Essex, 
where the preconcerted ship -wreck takes 
place that winds up the catastrophe of the 
piece. But this is also characteristic of the 
age, and serves as a contrast to the airy and 
factitious character which is the principal fi- 
gure in the plot. We had made but little 
progress from that point till Hogartli’s time, 
if Hogarth is to be believed in his description 
of city-manners. How wonderfully we have 
distanced it since ! 

Witliout going into this at length, there is 
one circumstance 1 would mention in which 
I think there has been a striking improvement 
in the family economy of modern times — and 
tliat is, in the relation of mistresses and ser- 
vanls. After visits and finery, a married 
vv^^man of the old school had nothing to do 
Jput to attend to licr housewifery. She had 
lio other resource, no other sense of power, 
but to harangue and lord it over her domestics. 

VOL. II. 


lO 
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Modern book-education supplies the place of 
the old-fashioned system of kitchen persecu- 
tion and elocptence. A well bred woman now 
seldom goes into the kitchen to look after the 
servants : — formerly what was called a good 
manager, an exemplary mistress of a family, 
did nothing but hunt them from morning to 
night, from one year’s end to another, without 
leaving them a moment’s rest, peace, or com- 
fort. Now a servant is left to do her work 
without this suspicious and tormenting inter- 
tcreuce and lault-finding at every step, and 
.she does it all the better. The proverbs about 
the mistress’s eye, etc. are no longer held for 
current. A woman from this habit, which at 
last became an unconquerable passion, would 
scold her maids for fifty years together, and 
nothing could stop her : now the temptation 
to read the last new poem or novel, and the 
necessity of talking of it in the next company 
she goes inio, prevent her — ^and the benefit to 
all parties is incalculable ! \ 
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ON ANTIQUITY. 


I’niiHE is no such thing as Antiquity in the 
ordinaiy acceptation wc allix to the term. 
Whatever is or has been, while it is passing, 
must be modern. The early ages may have 
been barbarous in themselves; but they have 
become ancient with the slow and silent lapse 
of successive generations. The “ olden times” 
are only such in reference to us. The past 
is rendered strange, mysterious, visionary, 
awful, from the great gap in time that parts us 
from it, and the long perspective of waning 
years. Things gone by and almost forgotten, 
look dim and dull, uncouth and quaint, from 
f»ur ignorance of them, and the mutability of 
'customs. But in their day they were fresh, 
unimpaired, in full vigour, familiar, and 
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fjlqfsy. 7"he Chilclrcji in the Wood, and Per- 
cy’s Relics, were once recent productions ■, 
and Auld Robin Gray was, in his time, a very 
common-place old fellow ! The wars of York 
and Lancaster, while they lasted, were “lively, 
audible, and full of vent,” as fresh and lusty 
as the white and red roses that distinguished 
their different banners, though they have 
since become a by-word and a solecism in 
history. 

The sun shone in Julius Caesar’s time jusi 
as it does now. On the road-side between 
Winchester and Salisbury are some remains of 
old Roman encampments, with their double 
lines of circumvallation (now turned into pas- 
turage for sheep) which answer exactly to the 
descriptions of this kind in Caesar’s Commen- 
taries. In a dull and cloudy atmosphere, 1 
can conceive that this is the identical spot 
that the first Caesar trod ; and figure to myself 
the deliberate movements and scarce percep- 
tible march of close-embodied legions. But 
if the sun b'^eaks out, making its way though 
dazzling, fleecy clouds, lights up the blue 
serene, and gilds the sombre earth, I can no ' 
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longer persuade myself that it is the same scpne 
as formerly, or transfer the actual image be- 
fore me so far back. The brightness of na- 
ture is not easily reduced to the low, twilight 
tone of history ; and die impressions of sense 
defeat and dissipate the faint traces of learning 
and tradition. It is only by an cifort of 
reason, to which fancy is averse, that 1 bring 
myself to believe that the sun slionc as bright, 
that the sky was as blue, and the earth as 
green, two thousand years ago as it is at 
present. How ridiculous this seems ; yet so 
it is! 

The dark or middle ages, when every thing 
was hid in the fog and haze of confusion and 
ignorance, seem, to the same involuntary kind 
of prejudice, older and farther olf, and more 
inaccessible to die imagination, than the bril- 
liant and well-defined periods of Greece and 
Home. A Gothic ruin appears buried in a 
greater deptli of obscurity, to be weighed 
down and rendered venerable with the hoar 
of more distant ages, to have been longer 
mouldering into neglect and oblivion, to be a 
record and memento of events more wild ami 
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alien to our own times, than a Grecian temple. ' 
Amadis de Gaul, and the Seven Champions of 
Christendom, with me (honestly speajiin^') 
rank as contemporaries with Theseus, Piri- 
thous, and the heroes of the fabulous ages. 
My imagination will stretch no farther back 
into the commencement of time than the first 
traces and rude dawn of civilization and 
mighty enterprise in either case ; and in at- 
tempting to force it upw'ards by the scale ot 
<;hronology, it only recoils upon itself, and 
dwindles from a lofty survey of “the dark 
rearward and abyss of lime,” into a poor and 
puny calculation of insignificant cyphers. In 
like manner, 1 cannot go back to any time 
more remote and dreary than that recorded 
in Stow’s and Holingshed’s Chronicles, unless 

' ** The Gothic architecture, thougli not so ancient as tlie 
Grecian, is more so to our imagination, with which the artist 
is more concerned than with absolute truth.” — Sir Joshua 
Reynolds's Discourses, vol. ii. p. i38. 

Till I met with this remark in so circumspect and guaided 
a writer as Six Joshua, 1 was afraid of being charged with 
extravagance iti some of the above assertions. Pereant isli 
qiii ante nos nostra dixerunt. It is thus that our favourite 
sj)cculntions arc often accounted paiadoxes by the ignorant, \ 
while by the Icained reader they aie set down as plagiaiisnis. 
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I -turn to “ the wars of old Assaracus and [na- 
chus divine,” and the gorgeous events of 
Eastern history, where the distance of place 
may be said to add to the length of time and 
.^Weight of thought. That is old (in sentiment 
and poetry) which is decayed, shadowy, im- 
perfect, out of date, and changed from what 
it was. That of which we have a distinct idea, 
which comes before us entire and made out 
in all its parts, will have a novel appearance, 
however old in reality ^ nor can it be im- 
pressed with the romantic and superstitious 
character of antiquity. Those times that we 
can parallel with our own in civilization and 
knowledge, seem advanced into the same line 
with our own in the order of progression. 
The perfection of art does not look like the 
infancy of things. Or those times are promi- 
nent, and, as it were, confront the present 
age, that are raised high in the scale of polished 
society, and the trophies of which stand out 
above tlicj low, obscure, grovelling level of 
barbarism and rusticity. Thus, Home and 
Athens were two cities set on a hill, that could 
not be hid, and that every where meet the 
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retrospective eye of history. It is not the fall- 
grown, articulated, thoroughly accomplished 
periods of the world, that we regard with the 
pity or reverence due to age; so much as 
those imperfect, unformed, uncertain periods, 
which seem to totter on the verge ol non- 
existence, to shrink from the grasp of our 
feeble imaginations^ as they crawl out of, or 
retire into the womb of time, and of which 
our utmost assurance is to doubt whether they 
ever were or not ! 

To give some other instances of this feeling, 
taken at random. Whittington and his Cat, the 
first and favourite studies of my child-hood, 
are, toray way of thinking, as old and reverend 
])ersonagcs as any recorded in more authentic 
liistory. It must have been long before the 
invention of triple bob-majors, thatllow-bells 
rang out their welcome never-to-be-forgot- 
ten peal, hailing him I’hrice Lord Mayor of 
London. Does not all we know relating to 
the site of old London-wall and the first stones 
that were laid of this mighty metropolis seem 
of a far older date (hid in the lap of “chaos 
and old night”) than the splendid and impo- 
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sing details of the decline and fall of the 
Roman Empire? — Again, the early Italian pic- 
tures of Cimabue, Giotto, and Ghirlandaio are 
covered with the marks of unquestionable an- 
tiquity ; while the Greek statues, done a thou- 
sand years before them, shine in glossy, 
undiminished splendour, and flourish in im- 
mortal youth and beauty. The latter Grecian 
Gods, as we find them there represented, are 
to all appearance a race of modern line gen- 
tlemen, who led the life of honour with their 
favourite mistresses of mortal or immortal 
mould — were gallant, graceful, well-dressed, 
and well-spoken ; whereas the Gothic deities, 
long after carved in horrid wood or mis- 
shapen stone, and worshipped in dreary waste 
or tangled forest, belong, in the mind’s he- 
raldry, to almost as ancient a date as those 
elder and discarded Gods of the Pagan mytho- 
logy, Ops, and llhcta and old Saturn — those 
strange anomalies of earth and cloudy spirit, 
born of the elements and conscious will, and 
clothing themselves and all things with shape 
and formal being. The Chronicle of Brute, 
in Spenser’s Fairy Queen, has a tolerable air 
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of antiquity in it ; so in the dramatic line, the 
Ghost of one of the old kings of Ormns, intro- 
duced as Prologue to Fulke Greville’s play of 
Mustapha, is reasonably far-fetched, and pal- 
])ably obscure. A. monk in the Popish Ca- 
lendar, or even in the Canterbury Tales, is a 
more questionable and out-of-the-way person- 
age than the Chiron of Achilles, or the high- 
priest in Homer. When Chaucer, in his Troilus 
and Cressida, makes the Trojan hero invoke 
the absence of light, in these two lines — 

‘‘ ^Vlly proflci’st thou liglit rac for to sell ? 

Go sell it cliciii that smallc sel6s grave 


he is guilty of an anachronism *, or at least I 
much doubt whether there was such a profes * 
sion as that of seal-engraver in the Trojan 
war. Put the dimness of the objects and the 
([uaintness of ihe allusion throw us farther 
back into the night of time, than the golden, 
glittering images of the Iliad. "J'he Travels of 
Anaeharsis are less obsolete at this time of 
day than Coi yate’s Crudities, or Fuller’s Wor- 
thies. “ Here is some of the ancient city,” said 
a Roman, taKing up a handful of dust from 
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beneath his feet. The ground we tread on is 
as old as the creation, though it does not seem 
so, except when collected into gigantic masses, 
or separated hy gloomy solitudes from modern 
Tises and the purposes of common life. The 
lone Helvellyn and the silent Andes are in 
thought coeval with the globe itself, and can 
only perish with it. The Pyramids of Egypt 
are vast, sublime, old, eternal •,• but Stone- 
henge. built no doubt in a later day, satisfies 
my capacity for the sense of antiquity; it 
seems as if as much rain had drizzled on its 
grey, withered head, and it had watched out 
as many winter-nights; the hand of time is 
upon it, and it has sustained the burden of 
years upon its back, a wonder and a ponde- 
rous riddle, time out of mind, without known 
origin or use, bafiling fable or conjecture, 
the credulity of the ignorant, or wise men’s 
search. 

“ Thou noblost monument of Alhion’s iiJe, 

\Vhcther bv Merlin’s aid, from Scy tljia’s shore 
'I’o Aiiibcr’s fatal plain Pcndiagon bore, 

Huge frame of giant bauds, the niiglily pile, 

T’entoinb bis Biiions slain by ilciigist’s guile : 

()i Druid priests, sptiuklcd with human gore. 
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Tauf'lit mid tliy massy maze their mystic lore ' 

Or Danish chiefs, cnrichM with savage spoil, 

To victory's idol vast, an unhewn shrine, 

Rear’d the rude heap, or in thy hallow’d round 
Repose the kings of Brutus’ genuine line ; 

Or here those kings in solemn state were crown’d i 
Studious to trace thy wondrous origin, 

We muse on many an ancient tale icn own’d.” 

Wartos. 

So it is with respect to ourselves also. It is 
the sense of change or decay lliat marks the 
(liUerence hetween the real and apparent pro- 
gress of time, both in the events of our own 
lives and the history of the world we live in. 

Impressions of a peculiar and accidental na- 
ture, of which few traces are left, and which 
return seldom or never, fade in the distance, 
and are consigned to obscurity; while those 
that belong to a given and definite class are 
kept up, and assume a constant and tangible 
form from familiarity and habit. That which 
was personal to myself merely, is lost and con- 
founded with other things, like a drop in the 
ocean ; it was but a point at first, which by its 
nearness alfecled me, and by its removal be 
comes nothing; while circumstances of a ge- 
neral interest and abstract importance present 
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Itie same distinct, well-known aspect as ever, 
and are durable in proportion to the extent of 
their influence. Our own idle feelings and 
foolish fancies we get tired or grow ashamed 
as their novelty wears out ; “ when we 
becojne men, we put away childish things;” 
but tlie impressions we derive from the exer- 
cise of our higher faculties last as long as the 
faculties themselves. They have nothing to 
do with lime, place, and circumstance ; and 
are of universal applicability and recurrence. 
An incident in my own history, that delighted 
or tormented me very much at the time, 1 may 
have long since blotted from my memory, 
or have great difficulty in calling to mind after 
a certain period; but I can never forget the 
1. r : lime of my seeing Mrs. Siddons act, which 
appears as if it happened yesterday ; and the 
reason is because it has been something for 
me to think of ever since. The petty and the 
jiersonal, that which appeals to our senses and 
uur appetites, passes away with the occasion 
that gives it birth. Tlie grand and the ideal, 
that which appeals to the imagination, can 
only perish with it, and remains with us, unim- 
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paired in its lofty abstraction, from youth to 
age ; as wherever we go, we still see the same 
heavenly bodies shining over our heads ! An 
old familiar face, the house that wc were 
brought up in, sometimes the scenes and places 
that we formerly knew and loved, may be 
changed, so that we hardly know them again *, 
the characters in books, the faces in old pic- 
tures, the propositions in Euclid remain the 
same as when they were first pointed out to 
ns. There is a continual alternation of gene- 
ration and decay in individual forms and feel- 
ings, that marks the progress of existence, 
and the ceaseless current of our lives, borne 
along with it *, but this does not extend to our 
love of art or knowledge of nature. It seems 
a long time ago since some of the fiist events 
of the French Revolution 5 the prominent cha- 
racters that figured then have been swept 
away and succeeded by others; yet 1 cannot 
say that this circumstance has in any way aba- 
ted my hatred of tyranny, or reconciled my 
understanding to the fashionable doctrine of 
Divine Right. "1 he sight of an old newspaper 
of that date would give one a fit of the spleen 
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for half an hour; on the other hand, it nyist 
be confessed, Mr. Burke’s Reflections on this 
subject are as fresh and dazzling as in the 
year 1791 ; and his Letter to a Noble Lord is 
#ven now as interesting as Lord John Russell’s 
Letter to Mr. Wilbcrforce, which appeared 
only a few weeks back. Ephemeral politics 
and still-born productions are speedily con- 
signed to oblivion; great principles and ori- 
ginal works are a match even for time itsell ! 

We may, by following up this train of ideas, 
give some account why time I’uns faster as our 
years increase. We gain by habit and experi- 
ence a more determinate and settled, that is, 
a more uniform notion of things. We refer 
each particular to a given standard. Our im- 
pressions acquire the character of identical 
propositions. Our most striking thoughts are 
turned into truisms. One observation is like 
another, that I made formerly. The idea 1 
have of a certain character or subject is just 
the same as 1 had ten years ago. 1 have learnt 
nothing since. There is no alteration percep- 
tible, no advance made ; so that the two points 
of time seem to touch and coincide. I get 
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from the one to the other immediately by the 
familiarity of habit, by the undistinguishing 
process of abstraction. What I can recall so 
easily and mechanically docs not seem far off; 
it is completely within my reach, and conscr 
quently close to me in apprehension. I have 
no intricate web of curious speculation to wind 
or unwind, to pass from one stale of feeling 
and opinion to the other ; no complicated train 
of associations, which place an immeasurable 
barrier between my knowledge or my igno- 
rance at different epochs. Tliere is no con- 
trast, no repugnance to tviden the interval; 
no new sentiment infused, like another atmo- 
sphere, to lengthen the perspective. I am 
but w'liere 1 was. I see the object before me 
just as 1 have been accustomed to do. The 
ideas are written down in the brain as in the 
page of a book — iotidem verbis et Uteris. 
The mind beeoraes stereotyped. By not going 
forward to explore new regions, or break up 
new' grounds, wo are thrown back more and 
more upon our past acquisitions ; and this 
habitual recurrence increases the facility and 
indifference with which we make the imagi- 
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nary transition. By thinking of ^vliat lias bcyn, 
\vc change places with ourselves, and trans- 
pose our personal identity at will •, so as to 
fix the slider of our improgressive continuance 
.ft whatever point we please, lliis is an ad- 
vantage or a disadvantage, wdiich ^yc have not 
in youth. After a certain period, we neither 
lose nor gain, neither add to, nor diminish 
our stocky up to lhat period we do nothing 
else but lose our former notions and being, and 
gain a new^ one every instant. Our life is then 
like the birth of a new day 5 the dawn breaks 
apace, and ihe clouds clear aw\ay. A new 
w^orld of tliought and observation is opened 
to our search. A year makes the diilercnce 
of an age. A total alteration takes place in 
our ideas, feelings, habits, looks. We out- 
grow^ ourselves, A separate set of objects, of 
the existence of which we had not a suspi- 
cion, engages and occupies our whole souls. 
Shapes and colours of all varieties, and of 
gorgeous tint, intercept our view of what we 
w^ere. Life thickens. Time glows on its 
axle. Every revolution of the whe(d gives 
an unsettled aspect to things. The world and 


10 . 
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its inhabitants turn round, and we forget one 
change of scene in another. Art woos us; 
science tempts us into her intricate labyrinths; 
each step presents unlooked-for vistas, and 
closes upon us our backward path. Our ori*- 
ward road is strange, obscure, and infinite. 
We are bewildered in a shadow, lost in a 
dream. Our perceptions have the brightness 
and the indistinctness of a trance. Our con- 
tinuity of consciousness is broken, crumbles, 
and falls in pieces. We go on, learning and 
forgetting every hour. Our feelings are chaotic, 
confused, strange to each other and to our- 
selves, Our life does not hang together, but 
straggling, disjointed, winds its slow length 
along, stretching out to the endless future — 
unmindful of the ignorant past. We seem 
many beings in one, and cast the slough of 
our existence daily. The birth of knowledge is 
the generation of time. The unfolding of our 
experience is IcfUgand voluminous; nor do we 
all at once tecovqf from our surprise at the 
number of objects that distract our attention. 
Every new study is a separate, arduous, and 
insurmountable undertaking. We are lost 
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ill wonder at the magiiitiule, the dillicultv,aiul 
the interminable prospect. We spell out the 
first years of our existence, like learnin}( a 
lesson for the first time, where every advance 
IS slow, doubtful, interestin*^ ; afterwards we 
rehearse our parts by rote, and are hardly 
conscious of the meaning. A very short period 
(from fiflc('n to twenty-five or thirty) includes 
the whole map and table of contents of human 
life. From that time we may be said to live 
our lives over again, to repeat ourselves — the 
same thoughts return at stated intervals, lik(‘ 
the tunes of a barrel-organ ; and the volume of 
the universe is no more than a form of words 
and book of reference. 

Time in general is supposed to move faster 
or slower, as we attend more or less to the 
succession of our ideas, in the same manner 
as distance is increased or lessened by I he 
greater or less variety of intervening objects. 
There is, however, a dilference in this rc*- 
spect. Suspense, where the mind is engrossed 
with one idea, and kept from amusing itself 
with any other, is not only the most uncom- 
fortable, but the most tiresome of all things. 
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TlUd fixing our attention on a single point 
makes us more sensible of the delay, and 
hangs an additional weight of fretful im- 
patience on every moment of expectation. 
People in country places, without employ*- 
ment or artificial resources, complain that time 
lies heavy on tlieir hands. Its leaden pace is 
not occasioned by the quantity of thought, 
but by vacancy, and the continual, languid 
craving after excitement. It wants spirit and 
vivacity to give it motion. We are on the 
watch to see how time goes ; and it appears 
to lag behind, because, in the absence of ob- 
jects to arrest our immediate attention, we 
are always getting on before it. We do not 
see its divisions, but we feel the galling 
pressure of each creeping sand that measures 
out our hours. Again, a rapid succession of 
external objects and amusements, which leave 
no room for reflection, and where one grati- 
fication is forgotten in the next, makes time 
pass quickly, as well as delightfully. We do 
not perceive an extent of surface, but only, 
a succession of points. We arc whirled 
swiftly along hv the hand of dissipation, but 
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'cannot stay to look behind us. On the Con- 
trary, change of scone, travelling through, a 
foreign country, or the meeting with a variety 
of striking adventures that lay hold of the 
imagination, and continue to haunt it in a 
waking dream, will make days seem weeks. 
From the crowd of events, the number of 
distinct points of view, brought into a small 
compass, we seem to have passed through a 
great length of lime, when it is no such 
thing. In traversing a flat, barren counti-y, 
the monotony of our ideas fatigues, and 
makes the way longer; whereas, if the prospect 
is diversified and picturesque, we get over 
the miles without counting them. In painting 
or writing, hours arc melted almost into mi- 
nutes : the mind, absorbed in the eagerness 
of its pursuit, forgets the time necessary to 
accomplish it ; and, indeed, the clock often 
finds us employed on the same thought or 
part of a picture that occujiied us when it 
struck last. It seems then there arc several 
. other circumslancc.«, besides the number and 
distinctness of our ideas, to be taken into the 
account in the measure of time, or in consi- 
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(lenng “ whom lime ambles wilhal, whom 
time gallops withal, and whom he stands still 
withal. ” ' Time wears away slowly with a 
man in solitary confinement; not from the 
number or variety of his ideas, but from their 
weary sameness, fretting like drops of water. 
The imagination may distinguish the lapse of 

' Jiosalind. Time travels in clivers paces with clivers 
persons: I’ll tell you who time amhlcs withal, who time trots 
withal, who time gallops withal, and who he stands still 
withal. 

Orlando, 1 pryihcc, who doth he trot withal ? 

Hos, Marry, he trots hard with a young maid between the 
contract of her marriage and tlic day it is solemni7,cd : if the 
interim be but a sc’iiniglit, lime’s pace is so hard that it seems 
the length of seven years. 

OrL Who amliles time withal ? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich man that 
hath not llic gout^ for the one sleeps easily, because he cannot 
study ; and the other lives meiiily, because he feels no pain ; 
the one lacking the burden of loan and wasteful learning ^ the 
other knowing no buiden of heavy tedious penury. These 
time ambles with. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop wilhal? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows; for though he go as softly 
as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon there. 

Orl. Who stays it withal? 

Rt)S. With lawyers in the vacation; foi they sleep between 
reim and ret in, and then they peiceivc not how time mo^es.” 
— As You I ike It, *‘’T Til. ScE5E 11. 
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time by the brilliant variety of its tints, und 
the many striking shapes it assumes; the heart 
feels it by the weight of sadness, and “ grim- 
visaged, comfortless despair!” 

* 1 will conclude this subject with remarking, 
that the fancied shortness of life is aided 
by the apprehension of a future state. The 
constantly directing our hopes and fears to a 
higher stale of being beyond the present, ne- 
cessarily brings death habitually before us, 
and defines the narrow limits within which 
we hold our frail existence, as mountains 
bound the horizon, and unavoidably draw 
our attention to it. This may be one reason 
among others why the fear of deatli was a less 
prominent feature in ancient times than it is 
at present: because the thoughts of it, and 
of a future state, were less frequently im- 
pressed on the mind by religion and mora- 
lity. The greater progress of civilization and 
.security in modern times has also consider- 
ably to do with our practical ellcminacy ; for 
.though the old Pagans were not bound to 
think of death as a religious duty, they never 
could foresee when they should ho compelled 
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to submit to it, as a natural necessity, or ac- 
cident of war, etc. They viewed death, 
therefore, with an eye of speculative indif- 
ference and practical resolution. That the 
idea of annihilation did not impress iherfr 
with the same liorror and repugnance as it 
does the modern believer, or even infidel, is 
easily accounted for (though a writer in the 
Edinburgh Review thinks the question inso- 
luble’) from this plain reason, viz. that not 

* *‘0n the other poinr, namely, llie dark and sceptical 
spirit prcvalonl tlirougli the works of this poet (Lord 
Byron) wc shall not now utter all that we feel, but rathei 
direct tlie notice of our leaders to it as a singular phenome- 
non in the poetry of the age. Whoever has studied the 
spirit of Creek and Roman literature, must have been struck 
with the comparative disregard and indiHercnce, wherewith 
the thinking men of these exquisitely polished nations con- 
templated those subjects of darkness and mystery whieli 
alTbrd at some period or other of his life, so much disquiet 
—we had almost said so much agony, to the mind of cveiy 
reflecting modern. It is difficult to account for this in an> 
very satisfactory, and wc suspect altogether impossible to 
do so in any strictly logical, mannei. In reading the woiks 
of Plato and Ins interpreter Cicero, wc find the germs ol‘ 
all the doubts and anxieties to which wc have alluded, so 
fai as these aie c>'iineclcd with the woikings of oiir reason. 
The singularity is, that those clouds of darkness, which 
hang o^Cl’ die intellect, do not appear, so far as wc can per- 



ON ANTIQUITY. . ^4'. 

IRjing taught from childhood a bdief in » fu- 
ture slate of existence as a part of the creed 
of their country, the having this belief called 
into question or struck from under their feet 
tlid not cause the same uneasiness or confu- 
sion of mind in them as it does in us. He who 

reive, to have thvo'wn at any time any very alarming shade 
upon the feelings or temper of the ancienr sceptie. We 
should think a very great deal of this was owing to the l>jil- 
liancy and activity of his southern fancy. The lighter spi- 
rits of antirpiily, like the more mcrcmiul of our moderns, 
sought refuge in mere ffaiete tin coeiir and denision. The 
•graver poets and philosophcis— and poetry and philosophy 
were in those days seldom disunited — bnilt up some airy 
and beautiful system of mysticism, each following liis own 
devices, and suiting the erection to his own peculiarities of 
hope and inclination ^ and this being once nrcomplisbed, the 
mind appears to have fell quite satislied with wliat it had 
done, and to have reposed amidst the splendours of its sand- 
built fantastic edihee, willi as much secinity as if it had been 
grooved and rivcticd into the rock of ages. The mere exer- 
cise of ingenuity in devising a system furnished consolation 
to its creators, or improvers. Lucretius is a striking exam- 
ple of all this \ and it may be averred that down to the lime 
ofClaiidian, who lived in the foiiiih century of our ana, in 
no classical writer of antiquity do there occur any traces 
of what moderns understand by the rest Jess ness and discern' 
fort of uncertainty, as to the government of the world and 
the futuie desliulcs of man.''* —J*Jdinburgh jftct'ie-w, vol. xxx. 
p. g 6 , 97 . Aflicle, Childe Harold^ Canto 4* 

VOL. I/. I I 
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has jpiever been led to expect the reversion oi 
an estate, does not severely feel the loss of 
it : for it is the indulgence of hope that embit- 
ters disappointment. 



ESSAY XXI. 


ON THE REGAL CHARACTER. 


This is a subject exceedingly curious, and 
worth explaining. In writing a criticism, I 
hope 1 shall not he accused of intending alibel. 
. Kings are remarkable for long memories in 
the merest trifles. They never forget a face or 
person they have once seen, nor an anecdote 
they have been told of any one they know. 
Whatever diflerences of character or unders- 
tanding they manifest in other respects, they 
all possess what Dr. Spurzheim would call the 
orga?i of individuality, ovihfi power of recol- 
lecting particular local circumstances, nearly 
in the .“ame degree -, though 1 shall attempt to 
account for it without recurring to his system. 
This kind of personal memory is the natural 
effect of that self-importance which makes 
them attach a correspondent significance to 
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all .tliat comes in contact with themsclveo. 
Nothing can be a matter of indiderence to a 
King, that happens to a King. That intense 
consciousness of their lofty identity, which 
never quits them, extends to whatever fall#' 
under their immediate cognisance. It is the 
glare of Majesty reflected from their own per- 
sons on the persons of those about them, that 
fixes their attention; and it is the same false 
lustre that makes them blind and insensible to 
all that lies beyond that narrow sphere. “My 
Lord,” said an English King to one of his cour- 
tiers, “ 1 have seen you in that coat before 
with different buttons” — to the astonishment 
of the Noble Peer. There was nothing won- 
derful in it. It was the habitual jealousy of 
the Sovereign of the respect due to him, that 
made him regard with lynx-eyed watchful- 
ness even the accidental change of dress in 
one of his favourites. The least diminution 
of glossy splendour in a birth-day suit, con- 
sidered as a mark of slackened duty or waning 
loyalty, woidd expose it, tarnished and thread- 
bare, to the keen glance of dormant pride,’ 
waked to suspicion, A God does not pene- 
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\i‘^te into the hearts of his worshippers 
surer insight, than a King, fond of the attri- 
butes of awe and sovereignty, detects the dit- 
ferent degrees of fawning adulation in those 
.tround him. Every thing relating to external 
appearance and deportment is scanned with 
the utmost nicety, as compromising the dig- 
nity of the royal presence. Involuntary ges- 
tures become overt acts ; a look is construed 
into high treason 5 an inconsiderate w'ord is 
magnified into a crime against the State. To 
■suggest advice, or offer information unasked, 
is to arraign the fallibility of the throne : to 
hint a difference of opinion to a King, would 
create as great a shock, as if you were to pre- 
sent a pistol to the breast of any other man. 
“Never touch a King,” was the answer of an 
infirm monarch to one who had saved him 
from a dangerous fall. When a glass of wine 
was presented to the Emperor Alexander by a 
servant in livery , he started, as if he had trod 
upon a serpent. Such is their respect for 
themselves ! Such is their opinion of human 
nature! — “There’s a divinity doth hedge a 
King,” that keeps their bodies and their minds 
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sacretl within the magic circle of a name ; and 
it is their fear lest this circle should be vio- 
lated or approached without sufficient awe, 
that makes them observe and remember the 
countenances of others with such infinite cii- 
cumspeclion and exactness. 

As Kings have the sagacity of pride, cour- 
tiers have the cunning of fear. They watch 
their own behaviour and that of others with 
breathless apprehension, and move amidst the 
artificial forms of court-etiquette, as if the 
least error must be fatal to them. Their sense ol 
personal propriety is heightened by servility : 
every faculty is wound up to flatter the vani- 
ty and prejudices of their superiors. When 
Coates painted a portrait in crayons of Queen 
Charlotte on her first arrival in this country, 
the King, followed by a train of attendants, 
went to look at it. The trembling artist stood 
by. “Well, what do you think?” said the 
King to those in waiting. Not a word in re- 
ply. “ Do you think it like?” Still all was 
hushed as death. “Why, yes,” (he added) “ I 
think it is like, very like. ” A buzz of ad miration 
instantly filled the room; and the old Duchess 
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6r Northumberland, going up to the artist, 
and tapping him familiarly on the shoulder, 
said, “Remember, Mr. Coates, 1 am to have 
the first copy !” On another occasion, when 
fhe Queen had sat for her portrait, one of the 
maids of honour coming into the room ctir- 
tesied to the reflection in the glass, affecting 
to mistake it for the Queen. The picture was, 
you may be sure, a flattering likeness. In 
the Memoirs of Count Grammoiit, it is related 
of Louis XIV. that having a dispute at chess 
with one of his courtiers, no one present 
would give an opinion. “ Oh,” said he, “ here 
comes Count Hamilton, he shall decide which 
of us is in the right.” — “Your Majesty is in 
the wrong,” replied the Count, without look- 
ing at the board. On which the King remon- 
strating w'ith him on the impossibility of his 
judging till he saw the state of the game, he 
answered, “Docs your Majesty suppose that 
if you were in the right, all" these Noblemen 
would stand by and say nothing?” A King 
was once curious to know, which was the 
tallest, himself or a certain courtier. “Let 
us measure,” said the King. The King stood 
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up (0 be measured first ; but when the person 
who was fixed upon to take their height came 
to measure the Nobleman, he found it quite 
impossible, as he first rose on tip-toe, then 
crouched down, now shrugged up his shouF- 
ders to the right, then twisted his body to the 
left. Afterwards his friend asking him the 
reason of these unaccountable gesticulations, 
he replied, “I could not tell whether the 
King wished me to be taller or shorter than 
himself; and all the time 1 was making those 
odd movements, 1 was watching his counte- 
nance to sec what 1 ought to do.” If such is 
the exquisite pliability of the inmates of a court 
in trifles like these, what must be their inde- 
pendence of $]iirit and disinterested integrity 
in questions of peace and war, that involve 
the rights of Sovereigns or the liberties of the 
people ! It has been suggested (and not with- 
out reason) that the difficulty of trusting to 
the professions of those who surround them, 
is one circumstance that renders Kings such 
expert physiognomists, the language of the 
countenance being the only one they have left 
lo decypher the thoughts of others; and the 
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Very disguises which are practised to prevent 
the emotions of the mind from appearing in 
the face, only rendering them more acute and 
discriminating observers. It is the same in- 
Jincerily and fear of giving offence by candour 
and plain-speaking in their immediate depen- 
dants, that makes Kings gossips and inqui- 
sitive. They have no way of ascertaining the 
opinions of others, but by getting tliem up 
into a corner, and extorting the commonest 
information from them, piecemeal, by end- 
less, teasing, tiresome questions and cross-exa- 
mination. The walls of a palace, like those 
of a convent, are the favoured abode of scan- 
dal and tittle-tattle. The inhabitants of both 
are equally shut out from the common privi- 
leges and common incidents of humanity, and 
whatever relates to the every-day world about 
us, has to them the air of a romance. The 
desire which the most meritorious Princes have 
shewn to acquire information on matters of 
fact rather than of opinion, is partly because 
their prejudices will not suffer them to exer- 
cise their understandings freely on the most 
important speculative questions, partly from 
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theif jealousy of being dictated to on any pomt 
that admits of a question j~as, on the other 
hand, the desire which the Sovereigns of nor- 
thern and uncultivated kingdoms have shewn 
to become acquainted with the arts and ele> 
gauces of life in southern nations, is evidently 
owing to their natural Jealousy of the advan- 
tages of civilisation over barbarism. From 
the principle here slated, Peter the Great vi- 
sited this country, and worked in our dock- 
yards as a common ship-wright. To the same 
source may be traced the curiosity of the Du- 
chessofOldenburgh tosee abeef-steakcooked, 
to take a peep into Mr. Meux’s great brewing- 
vat, and to hear Mr. Whitbread speak ! 

The common regal character is then the re- 
verse of what it ought to bo. It is the purely 
personal j occupied with its own petty feelings, 
prejudices, and pursuits; whereas it ought 
to be the purely philosophical, exempt from 
all personal considerations, and contemplating 
itself only in its general and paramount rela- 
tion to the State. This is the reason why 
there have been so few great Kings. They 
want the power of abstraction : and their si- 
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tiiatious are necessarily at variance with their 
duties in this respect; for every thing forces 
them to concentrate their attention upon them- 
selves, and to consider their rank and privi- 
leges in connection with their private advan- 
tage, radier than with public good. This is 
but natural. It is easier to employ the power 
they possess in pampering their own’appetites 
and passions, than to wield it for the benefit 
of a great empire. They see well enough how 
the community is made for them, not so well 
•how they are made for the community. Not 
knowing how to act as stewards for their trust, 
they set up for heirs to the estate, and waste it 
at their pleasure : — without aspiring to reign 
as Kings, they arc contented to live as spunges 
upon royalty. A great King ought to be the 
greatest philosopher and the truest patriot in 
his dominions : hereditary Kings can be but 
common mortals. It is not that they are not 
e({ual to other men, but to be equal to their 
rank as Kings, they ought to be more than 
men. Their power is equal to that of the 
whole community : their wisdom and virtue 
ought to keep pace with their power. But in 
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or4inary cases, the height to which they arc 
raised, instead of enlarging their views or en- 
nobling their sentiments, makes them giddy 
with vanity, and ready to look down on the 
world which is subjected to their power, as 
the plaything of their will. They regard men 
crawling on the face of the earth, as we do 
the insects that cross ourpath, and survey the 
common drama of human' life as a fantoccini 
exhibition got up for their amusement. There 
is no sympathy between Kings and their sub- 
jects; except in a constitutional monarchy like 
ours through the medium of Lords and Com- 
mons. Take away that check upon their am- 
bition and rapacity, and their pretensions be- 
come as monstrous as they are ridiculous. 
Without the common feelings of humanity in 
their own breasts, they have no regard for 
them in their aggregate] amount and accumu- 
lating force. Reigning in contempt of the 
jieople, they would crush and trample upon 
all power Jiiit their own. They consider the 
claims of justice and compassion as so many 
impertinent interferences with the royal pre- 
rogative. They despise the millions of slaves 



ON THE REGAL CHARACTER. a53 

^wiiom they see Jinked to the fool of the throve ; 
and they soon hate what they despise. They 
will sacrifice a kingdom for a caprice, and 
mankind for a bauble. Weighed in the scales 
of their pride, the meanest things become of 
the greatest importance : weighed in the ba- 
lance of reason, the universe is nothing to 
them. It is this overweening, aggravated, in- 
tolerable sense of swelling pride and ungo- 
vernable sell-will, that sometimes disorders 
their imaginations ; as it is their blind fatuity 
and insensibility to all beyond themselves, 
that, transmitted through successive genera- 
tions and confirmed by regal intermarriages, 
in time makes them idiots. When we see a 
poor creature like Ferdinand \lk, who can 
hardly gabble out his words like a human 
being, more imbecil than a woman, more hy- 
pocritical than a priest, decked and dandled 
in the long robes and swaddling-clothes of Le- 
gitimacy, lullabied to rest with the dreams of 
superstition, drunk with the patriot-blood of 
his country, and launching the thunders of his 
coward-arm against the rising liberties of a 
new world, while he claims the style and title 
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of Image of the Divinity, we may laugh oy 
weep, but there is nothing to wonder at. 
Tyrants forego all respect for humanity in pro- 
portion as they are sunk beneath it : — taught 
to believe themselves of a different species, 
they really become so ; lose their participation 
with the kind; and in mimicking the God, 
dwindle into the brute ! Blind with preju- 
dices as a mole, stung with truth as with scor- 
pions, sore all over with wounded pride like 
a boil, their minds a morbid heap of proud 
flesh and bloated humours, a disease and gan- 
grene in the State, instead of its life-blood 
and vital principle; — foreign despots claim 
mankind as their property, “independently 
of their conduct or merits,” and there is one 
Englishman foun'd base enough to echo the 
foul calumny against his counti'y and his kind. 

We might, in the same manner, account 
for the disparity between the public and pri- 
vate character of Kings. It is the misfortune 
of most Kieigs (not their fault) to be born to 
thrones, a situation which ordinary talents or 
virtue cannot fill with impunity. We often 
find a very respectable man make but a very 
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Wry figure as a Sovereign. Nay, a Prince'' 
may be possessed of extraordinaiy virtues and 
accomplishments, and not be more thought 
of for them. He may, for instance, be a man 
o;^ good-nature and good manners, graceful 
in his person, the idol of the other sex, the 
model of his own ; every word or look may 
be marked with the utmost sense of propriety 
and delicate attention to the feelings of others; 
he may be a good classic, well versed in his- 
^ry — may speak Italian, French, Spanish, 
and German fluently; he may be an excellent 
mimic; he may say good things, and do 
friendly ones ; he may be able to join in a 
catch, or utter a repartee, or dictate a billet- 
doux ; he may be master of Hoyle, and deep 
in the rules of the Jockey Club ; he may have 
an equal taste in ragouts and poetry, in dan- 
cing and in dress; he may adjust a toupee 
with the dexterity of a friseur, or tie a cravat 
with the hand and eye of a man-milliner : he 
may have all these graces and accomplish- 
ments, and as many more, and yet he may be 
nothing ; as without any one of them he may 
be a great Prince. They are not the graces 
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and accomplishments of a Sovereign, but of 
a Lord of the Bedchamber. They do not 
shew a great mind, bent on great objects, and 
swayed by lofty views. They are rather foi- 
bles and blemishes in the character of a rule! ; 
for they imply that his attention has been 
turned as much upon adorning his own person 
as upon advancing the State. Charles 11. was 
a King, such as we have here described ; 
amiable, witty, and accomplished, and yet his 
memory is equally despised and detested. 
Charles was without strength of mind or pub- 
lic principle. He could not arrive at the 
comprehension of that mixed mass of thought 
and feeling, a kingdom — ^he thought merely 
of the throne. He was as unlike Cromwell 
in the manner in which he came by the Sove- 
reignty of the realm as in the use he made of 
it. He saw himself, not in the glass of history, 
but in the glass on his toilette, — not in the 
eyes of posterity, but of his courtiers and mis- 
tresses. instead of regulating his conduct by 
public opinion and abstract reason, he did every 
thing from a feeling of personal convenience. 
Charles would have been more annoyed with 
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llie rejection of a licentious overture than with 
the rebellion of a province ; and poured out 
the blood of his subjects, with the same gaiety 
and indifference as he did a glass of wine. 
Ae had no idea of his obligations to the State, 
and only laid aside the private gentleman to 
become the tyrant of his people. Charles 
was popular in his life-time, Gibber tells us, 
because he used to walk out with his spaniels 
and feed his ducks in St. James's Park. His- 
tory has consigned his name to infamy for 
the executions under Jeffries, and for his 
league with a legitimate despot, to undermine 
the liberties of his country. 

What is it, then, that makes a great Prince I* 
Not the understanding Purcell or Mozart, but 
the having an ear open to the voice of truth 
and justice ! Not a taste in made-dishes, or 
French wines, or court-dresses, but a fellow- 
feeling with the calamities of hunger, of cold, 
of disease, and nakedness! Not a know- 
ledge of the elegances of fashionable life, but 
a heart that feels for the millions of ils fellow- 
beings in want of the common necessaries of 
life ! Not a set of brilliant frivolous acconi- 
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plish merits, but a manly strength of character, 
proof against the seductions of a throne ! He, 
ill short, is a patriot King, who without any 
other faculty usually possessed by Sovereigns, 
has one which they seldom possess, — the 
power in imagination of changing places with 
his people. Such a King may indeed aspire 
to the character of a ruling providence over 
a nation; any other is but the head-cypher of 
a court ! 
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OK, 

ADVICE TO A SCHOOLBOY. 


My dear I.ITTLE FELLOW, 

Yoti are now going lo settle at school, and 
may consider this as your first entrance into 
the world. As my health is so indifferent, 
and I may not be with you long, 1 wish to 
leave you some advice (the best I can) for 
your conduct in life, both that it may be of 
use to you, and as something to remember 
me by. I may at least be able to caution you 
against my own errors, if nothing else. 

As we went along to your new place 
of destination, you often repeated that “yon 
durst say they were a set of stupid, disagree- 
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able people,” meaning the people at the 
school. You were to blame in this, it is a 
good old rule to hope for the best. Always, 
my dear, believe things to be right, till you 
find them the contrary 5 and even then, instead 
of irritating yourself against them, endeavour 
to put up with them as •well as you can, if you 
cannot alter them. Y ou said “You were sure 
you should not like the school where you were 
going.” This was wrong. What you meant 
was that you did not like to leave home. 
you could not tell whether you should like the 
school or not, till yon had given it a trial. 
Otherwise, your saying that you should not 
like it was determining that you would not 
like it. Never anticipate evils; or, because 
you cannot have things exactly as you wish, 
make them out worse than they are, through 
mere spite and wilfulness. 

You seemed at first to take no notice of your 
school-fellov^rs, or rather to set yourself against 
them, because they were strangers to you. 
They knew as little of you as you did of them; 
so that this would have been a reason for their 
keeping aloof from you as well, which you 
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would have felt as a hardship. Learn never 
to conceive a prejudice against others, be- 
cause yon know nothing of them. It is bad 
reasoning, and makes enemies of half the 
world. Do not think ill of them, till they be- 
have ill to you ; and then strive to avoid the 
faults which yon see in them. This will 
disarm their hostility sooner than pique or 
resentment or complaint. 

1 thought you were disposed to criticise the 
Jaess of some of the boys as not so good as 
‘ your own. Never despise any one for any 
thing that he cannot help — least of all, for his 
poverty. 1 would wish you to keep up ap- 
pearances yourself as a defence against the 
idle sneers of the world, but I would not have 
you value yourself upon them. I hope you 
will neither be the dupe nor victim of vulgar 
prejudices. Instead of saying above — “ Never 
despise any one for any thing that he cannot 
help” — I might have said, “Never despise any 
one at all;’' for contempt implies a triumph 
over and pleasure in the ill of another. It 
means that you are glad and congratulate 
yourself on their failings or misfortunes. The 
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sense of inferiority in otliers, 'without this in- 
direct appeal to our self-love, is a painful feel- 
ing, and not an exulting one. 

You complain since, that the boys laugh at 
you and do not care about you, and that you 
are not treated as you were at home. My 
dear, that is one chief reason for your being 
sent to school, to inure you betimes to the 
unavoidable rubs and uncertain reception 
you may meet with in life. You cannot always 
be with me, and perliaps it is as well that 
cannot. But you must not expect others to 
shew the same concern about you as I should. 
You have hitherto been a spoiled child, and 
have been used to have your own way a good 
deal, both in the house and among your play- 
fellows, with whom you were too fond of be- 
ing a leader: but yon have goo(Knature and 
good sense, and will get the better of this in 
time. You have now got among other boys 
who are your equals, or bigger and stronger 
than yourself, and who have something else 
to attend to besides humouring your whims 
and fancies, and you feel this as a repulse or 
piece of injustice. But the first lesson to 
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learn is that there are other people in the 
world besides yourself. There are a number 
of boys in the school where you are, whose 
amusements and pursuits (whatever they may 
be) are and ought to be of as much conse- 
quence to them as yours can be to you, and 
to which therefore you must give way in your 
turn. The more airs of childish self-impor- 
tance you give yourself, you will only expose 
yourself to be the more thwarted and laughed 
True equality is the only true morality 
or true wisdom. Remember always that you 
are but one among others, and you can hardly 
mistake youV place in society. In your fa- 
ther’s house, you might do as you pleased : 
in the world, you will find competitors at 
■&/ery turn. You are not born a king’s son 
to destroy or dictate to millions : you can 
only expect to share their fate, or settle your 
differences amicably with them. You already 
find it so at school ; and I wish you to be re- 
conciled to your situation as soon and with as 
little pain as you can. 

It was my misfortune (perhaps) to be bred 
up among Dissenters, who look with too 
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jaundiced aa eye at others, and set too high 
a value on tlieir own peculiar pretensions. 
From being proscribed themselves, they learn 
to proscribe others ; and come in the end to 
reduce all integrity of principle and sound* 
ness of opinion within the pale of their own 
little communion. Those who were out of it, 
and did not belong to the class of Rational 
Dissenters, I was led erroneously to look 
upon as hardly deserving the name of rationiil 
beings. Being thtis satisfied as to the 
few who are “ the salt of the earth,” it is easy 
to persuade ourselves that we are at the head 
of them', and to fancy ourselves of more im- 
portance in the scale of true desert than ail the 
rest of the world put together, who do not 
interpret a certain text of Scripture in the 
manner that we have been taught to do. 
You will (from the difference of education) 
be free from this bigotry, and will, 1 hope, 
avoid every thing akin to the same exclusive 
and narrow-minded spirit. Think that the 
minds of men are various as their faces — that, 
the modes and employments of life are num- 
bei'less as thuy are necessary — that there is 



ON THE CONDUCT OF LIFE. 265 

more than one class of merit — that though 
others may be wrong in some Jhings, they are 
not so in all — and that countless races of men 
have been born, have lived and died without 
^ver hearing of any one of those points in 
which you take a just pride and pleasure — 
and you will not err on tlie side of that spi- 
ritual pride or intellectual coxcombry which 
has beea so often ihe bane of Ihe studious and 
learned ! 

I observe you have got a way of speaking 
oi your school-fellows as ‘‘ that Hoare, that 
Harris,” and so on, as if you meant to mark 
them out for particular reprobation, or did 
not think them good enough for you. It is 
a bad habit to speak disrespectfully of others^ 
for it will lead you to think and feci uncha- 
ritably towards them. Ill names beget ill- 
blood. Even where there may be some re- 
peated trifling provocation, it is better to be 
courteous, mild, and forbearing, than cap- 
tious, impatient, and fretful. The faults of 
others too often arise out of our own ill tem- 
per; or though they should be real, we shall, 
not mend them, by exasperating ourselves 
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against them. Treat your play-mates, as' 
Hamlet advises Polonias to treat the players, 
“according to your own dignity, rather than 
their deserts.” If you fly out at every thing 
in them that you disapprove or think done 
on purpose to annoy yon, yon lie constantly 
at the mercy of their caprice, rudeness, or 
ill-nature. You should be more your own 
master. 

Do not begin to quarrel with the world too 
soon : for, bad as it may be, it is tbe best we 
have to live in — here. If railing would have 
made it better, it would have been reformed 
long ago : but as this is not to be hoped for at 
present, the best way is to slide through it as 
contentedly and innocently as we may. The 
worst fault it has, is want of charity : and 
calling knave and fool at every turn will not 
cure this failing. Consider (as a matter of 
vanity) that if there were not so many knaves 
and fools as we find, the wise and hone.sl 
would not be those rare and shining charac- 
ters that they are allowed to be; and (as a 
matter of philosophy) that if the world bfe‘ 
really incorrmible in this rt'spect, it is a re- 
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Qection to make one sad, not angry. We may 
laugh or weep at the madness of mankind ; 
we have’ no right to vilify them, for our own 
sakes or theirs. Misanthropy is not the dis- 
gust of the mind at human nature, but with 
itself; or it is laying its own exaggerated 
vices and foul blots at the door of others ! 
Do not, however, mistake what I have here 
said. 1 would not have you, when you grow 
up, adopt the low and sordid fashion of pal- 
Ii>iting existing abuses or of putting the best 
-fac^ upon the worst things. I only mean 
that indiscriminate, unqualified satire can do 
little good, and that those who indulge in the 
most revolting speculations on human nature, 
do not themselves always set the fairest 
examples, or strive to prevent its lower de- 
gradation. They seem rather willing to re- 
duce it to their theoretical standard. For the 
rest, the very outcry that is made (if sincere) 
shews that things cannot be quite so bad as 
they are represented. The abstract hatred 
and scorn of vice implies the capacity for 
virtue : the impatience expressed at the most, 
striking instances of deformity proves the in- 
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nate idea and love of beauty in the human 
mind. The best antidote I can recommend 
to you hereafter against the disheartening 
eflect of such writings as those of Rochefou- 
cault, Mandevilic, and others, will bo to look 
at the pictures of Raphael and Correggio. You 
need not be altogether ashamed, my dear 
little boy, of belonging to a species which 
could produce such faces as those 5 nor de- 
spair of doing something worthy of a laudable 
ambition, when you sec what such hands have 
wrought! You will, perhaps, one day- nave 
reason to thank me for this advice. 

As to your studies and school-exercises, I 
Avish you to learn Latin, French, and dan- 
cing. I would insist upon the last more par- 
ticularly, both because it is more likely to be , 
neglected, and because it is of the greatest 
consequence to your success in life. Every 
thing almost depends upon first impressions ; 
and these depend (besides person, which is 
notin our power) upon two things, dress and 
address, which every one may command with 
proper attention. Tlicse are the small coin 
in the intercourse of life, which are conti- 
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nbally in request ; and perhaps you wiH ^nd 
at the year’s end, or towards fhe close of life, 
that the daily insults, coldness, or contempt 
to which you Iiave been exposed by a neglect 
of such superficial recommendations are 
hardly atoned for by the few proofs of esteem 
or admiration which your integrity or talents 
have been able to extort in the course of it. 
When we habitually disregard those things 
which we know will ensure the favourable 
e^jimon of others, it shews we set that opi- 
nion at defiance, or consider ourselves above 
it, which no one ever did with impunity.* 
An inattention to our own persons implies a 
disrespect to others, and may often be traced 
no less to a want of good-nature than of good 
jsense. The old maxim — Desii'e to please, 
and you will infallibly please — explains the 
whole matter. If there is a tendency to va- 
nity and afleclatiou on this side of the ques- 
tion, there is an e([nal alloy of pride and 
obstinacy on the opposite one. — Slovenliness 
may at any time be cured by an effort of re- 
solution, but a graceful carriage requires an 
early habit, and, in most cases, the aid of the 
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dancHvg'-master. 1 would not have you, front 
not knowing hOw to enter a room properly, 
stumble at the veiy threshold in the good 
graces of those on whom it is possible the 
fate of your future life may depend. JNothing 
creates a greater prejudice against any one 
than awkwardness. A person who is confus- 
ed in manner and gesture seems to have done 
something wrong, or as if he was conscious 
of no one qualification to build a confidence 
in himself upon. On the other hand, op^- 
ness, freedom, self-possession, set others at 
ease with you by shewing that you are on 
good terms with yourself. Grace in women 
gains the afl'cctions sooner, and secures them 
longer, than any thing else — it is an outward 
and visible sign of an inward harmony of soul 
— as the want of it in men, as if the mind and 
body equally hitched in dilliculties and were 
distracted with doubts, is the greatest impe- 
diment in the career of gallantry and road to 
the female heart. Another thing f would 
caution you against is not to pore over your 
books till you are bent almost double — a 
habit you will never be able to get the better 
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of, and which you will find of^eriodSW con- 
sequence. A stoop in the sAoulders sinks a 
man in public and in private estimation. You 
are at present straight enough , and you walk 
with boldness and spirit. Do nothing to take 
away the use of your limbs, or the spring and 
elasticity of your muscles. As to all worldly 
advantages, it is to the full of as much impor- 
tance that your deportment should be erect 
and manly as your actions. 

' .f.^ou will naturally find out all this and 
fall into it, if your attention is drawn out 
sufficiently to what is passing around you; 
and this will be the case, unless you are ab- 
sorbed too much in books and those sedentary 
studies, 

“ Wliicli waslc the marrow, and consume ihe brain.” 

You are, 1 think, too fond of reading, as 
it is. As one means of avoiding excess in this 
way, 1 w'ould wish you to make it a rule, 
never to read at meal-times, nor in company 
when there is any (even the most trivial) 
conversation going on, nor ever to let your 
eagerness to learn encroach upon your play- 
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liouFsT'^books 3frc but one inlet of knowledge ^ 
and the pores of the mind, like those of the 
Jjody, should be left open to all impressions. 

1 applied too close to my studies, soon after 
was of your age, and hurt myself irreparably 
by il. Whatever may be the value of learn- 
ing, health and good spirits are of more. 

I would liave you, as I said, make yourself 
master of French, because yon may find it of 
use in the conimcrcc oflife^ and 1 would have 
you learn Latin, partly because I learu*^*ir 
myself, and 1 would not have you without any 
of the advantages or sources of knowledge 
that I j)ossessed — it would be a bar of sepa- 
ration between ns — and secondly, because^ 
there is an almosphcre round this sort of clas- 
sical ground, to which that of actual life is 
gross and vulgar. Shut out from this garden 
of early sweetness, we may well exclaim — 

“ How slinll wc part anfl wander down 
Jnlo a lower world, to this obscinc 
And wild? How shall wc breathe in other aii 
Less pure, arciistoniM to iinnioitul fruits?'' 

J do not think llio Classics so indispensable lo 
the cultivation of" your intellect as on another 
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account, which I have cxplay^ed elsewlM?re, 
and you will have no objection to turn with 
me to the passage. 

“ The study of the Classics is less to be re- 
garded as an exercise of the intellect, than as 
a discipline of humanity. The peculiar ad- 
vantage of this mode of education consists not 
so much in strengtliening the understanding, 
as in softening and refining the taste. It gives 
men liberal views; it accustoms the mind to 
tr\7/mn interest in things foreign to itself; to 
love virtue for its own sake; to prefer fame 
to life, and glory to riches; and to fix our 
thoughts on the remote and jicrmanent , in- 
stead of narrow and fleeting objects. It 
leaches us to believe that there is something 
really great and excellent in the world, sur- 
viving all the shocks of accident and fluctua- 
tions of opinion, and raises us above that low 
and servile fear, which bows only to present 
power and upstart authority. Rome and 
Athens filled a place in the history of man- 
kind, wdiich can never be occupied again. 
They were two cities set on a hill, which 
could not be hid; all eyes have seen them, 
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and ^Ireir Jight^hines like a mighty sea-mark 
into the abyss of time. 

Still gi'ccn with bays each ancient altar stands, 

Above the reach of sacrilegious hands ; 

Seenre from flames, from envy's fiercer rage, 

Destructive war, and all-involving age. 

Hail, bards triumphant, born in happier days, 

Immortal heirs of universal praise ! 

Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 

As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow !" 

It is this feeling more than any thing else 
which produces a marked dillerence between 
the study of the ancient and modern lan- 
guages, and which, by the weight and impor- 
tance of the consequences attached to the 
former, stamps every word with a monumen- 
tal firmness. By conversing with the mightjr^ 
dead, we imbibe sentiment with knowledge. 
We become strongly attached to those who 
can no longer either hurt or serve us, except 
through the influence which they exert over 
the mind. We feci the presence of that power 
which gives immortality to human thoughts 
and actions, and catch the flame of entlm- 
siasm from all nations and ages,” 
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• Because, however, you ha^ learnt Latin 
and Greek, and can speak a different lan- 
guage, do not fancy yourself of a different 
order of beings from those you ordinarily con- 
verse with. They perhaps know and can do 
more things than you, though you have 
learnt a greater variety of names to express 
the same thing by. The great object indeed 
of these studies is to be “a cure for a narrow 
and selfish spirit,” and to carry the mind out 
of its pi'lly and local prejudices to the idea 
ofalhorc general humanity. Do not fancy, 
because you arc intimate with Homer and 
Virgil, that your neighbours who can never 
attain the same posthumous fame arc to be 
despised, like those impudent valets who 
live in noble families and look down upon 
every one else. Though you are master of 
Cicero’s Orations, think it possible for a 
cobler at a stall to be more eloquent than 
you. “ But you are a scholar, and he is not.” 
Well, then, you have that advantage over 
him, but it does not follow that you are to 
have every other. Look at the heads of the 
celebrated poets and philosophers of anti- 
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"the 4 !ollcction at Wilton, and you 
will say they answer to their works : but you 
will find others in the same collection whose 
names have hardly come down to us, that are 
equally fine, and cast in the same classic 
mould. Do you imagine that all the thoughts, 
geniu.s, and capacity of those old and mighty 
nations ai'c contained in a few odd volumes, 
to be thumbed by school-boys? This reflec- 
tion is not meant to lessen your- admiration 
of the great names to which you will be accus- 
tomed to look up, but to direct it ttf-'iliat 
solid mass of intellect and power, of which 
they were the most shining ornaments. 1 
would wish you to excel in this sort of 
learning and to take a pleasure in it, be- 
cause it is the path that has been chosen for 
you : but do not suppose that others do not 
excel equally in their line of study or exer- 
cise of skill, or that there is but one mode of 
excellence in art or nature. You have got 
on vastly b.':yond the point at which you set 
out’, but others have been getting on as well 
as you in the same or other W’ays, and have 
kept pace with you. What then, you may 
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ask, is the use of all th^* pains you* have 
taken, if it gives you no superiority over man- 
kind in general ? It is this — Y ou have reaped 
all the benefit of improvement and knowledge 
yourself 5 and farther, if you had not moved 
forwards, you would by this time have been 
left behind. Envy no one, disparage no one, 
think yourself above no one. Their demerits 
will not piece out your deficiencies*, nor is 
it a waste of time and labour for you to 
cultivate your own talents, because you 
cannot be.sp»ak a monopoly of all advantages. 
You are more learned than many of your 
acquaintance who may be more active, liealthy , 
witty, successful in business or expert in 
some elegant or useful art than you; but 
you have no reason to complain, if you have 
attained the object of your ambition. Or if 
you should not be able to compass this from 
a want of genius or parts, yet learn, my child, 
to be contented with a mediocrity of acquire- 
ments. Yon may .still be respectable in your 
conduct, and enjoy a tranquil obscurity, with 
more friends and fewer enemies than yoii 
might otherwise have had. 
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There is one^ almost certain drawback on 
a course of scholastic study, that it unfits 
men for active life. The ideal is always at 
variance with the practical. The habit of 
fixing the attention on the imaginary and 
abstracted deprives the mind equally of 
energy and fortitude. By indulging our ima- 
ginations on fictions and chimeras, where we 
have it all our own way and are led on only 
by the pleasure of the prospect, we grow 
fastidious, eifeminate, lapped in idle luxury, 
impatient of contradiction, and unable to 
sustain the shock of real adversity, when it 
comes; as by being taken up with abstract 
reasoning or remote events in which we are 
merely passive spectators, we have no re- 
sources to provide against it, no readiness, 
or expedients for the occasion, or spirit to 
use them, even if they occur. We must 
think again before we determine, and thus 
the opportunity for action is lost. While we 
are considering the very best possible mode 
of gaining an object, we find that it has . 
slipped through our fingers, or that others 
have laid rude, fearless hands upon it. The 
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youthful tyro reluctantly disQ,«»^s that, the 
ways of the world are not his "ways, nor their 
thoughts his thoughts. Perhaps the old mo- 
nastic institutions were not in this respect 
unwise, which carried on to the end of life 
the secluded habits and romantic associations 
with which it began, and which created a privi- 
leged world for the inhabitants, distinct from 
the common world of men and women. You 
will bring with you from your books and 
solitary reveries a wrong measure of men and 
thinf^,* unless you correct it by careful ex- 
perience and mixed observation. Yon will 
raise your standard of character as much too 
high at first as from disappointed expectation 
it will sink too low afterwards. The best 
qualifier of this theoretical mania and of the 
dreams of poets and moralists (who both treat 
of things as they ought to be and not as they 
'are) is in one sense to be found in some of 
our own popular writers, such as our Novel- 
ists and periodical Essayists. But you had, 
after all, better wait and see what things are 
than try to anticipate the results. You know 
more of a road by having travelled it than by 
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all tlie^cuiijoctures and descriptions in the 
world. You ivill find the business of life 
conducted on a much more varied and in- 
dividual scale than you would expect. Peo- 
ple will be concerned about a thousand things 
that you have no idea of, and will be utterly 
indifferent to what you feel the greatest in- 
terest in. You will find good and evil, folly 
and discretion more mingled, and the shades 
of character running more into each other 
than they do in the ethical charts. No one 
is equally wise or guarded at all pointSj^nd 
it is seldom that any one is quite a fool. Do 
not be surprised, when you go out into the 
world, to find men talk exceedingly well on 
different subjects, who do not derive their 
information immediately from books. In the 
first place, the light of books is diffused very 
much abroad in the world in conversation 
and at second-hand and besides, common . 
sense is not a monopoly, and experience and 
obseiwation are sources of information open 
to the man of the world as well as to the 
retired student. If you know more of the 
outline and principles, he knows more of the 
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details and “ practiqne part oWife.”" A’jnan 
may discuss the adventures of a campaign in 
which he was engaged very agreeably with- 
out liaving read the Retreat of the Ten 
Thousandy or give a singular account of ih(t 
method of drying leas in China without being 
a profound chemist. It is the vice of scholars 
to suppose that th(‘re is no knowledge in 
the world but that of books. Do you avoid 
it, 1 conjure you; and thereby save yourself 
the pain and mortification that must ensue 
froin*1^nding out your mistake continually ! 

Gravity is one great ingredient in the con- 
duct of life, and perhaps a certain share of it 
is hardly to be dispensed with. Few people 
can afford to b^ quite unaffected. At any 
rate, do not put your worst qualities foremost. 
Do not seek to distinguish yourself by being 
ridiculous ; nor entertain that miserable am- 
' bition to be the sport and butt of the com- 
pany. By aiming at a certain standard of 
behaviour or intellect, you will at least shew' 
your taste and value for what is excellent. 
There are those who blmt out their good things 
with so little heed of what they arc about that 
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no qne tliinKS^any thing of them; as others by 
keeping their folly to themselves gain the 
reputation of wisdom. Do not, however, af- 
fect to speak only in oracles, or to deal in 
bon-mots : condescend to the level of the 
company, and be free and accessible to all 
persons. Express whatever occurs to you, that 
cannot offend others or hurt yourself. Keep 
some opinions to yourself. Say what you 
please of others, but never repeat what you 
hear said of them to themselves. Ifj^ou 
have nothing better to offer, laugh Vl^ith the 
witty, assent to the wise : they will not think 
the worse of you for it. Listen to information 
on subjeels you are unacquainted with, in- 
stead ofalways striving to lead the conversation 
to some favourite one of your own. By the 
last method you will shine, but will not im- 
prove. 1 am ashamed myself ever to open 
my lips on any question 1 have ever written 
upon. It is much- more difficult to be able to 
converse on an equality with a number of per- 
sons in turn, than to soar above their heads, 
and excite the stupid gaze of all companies by 
bestriding some senseless topic of your own 
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and confounding the understanafiigs of those 
•who are ignorant of it. Be not too fond of 
argument. Indeed, by going much into com- 
pany (which I do not, however, wish you to 
do) you will he weaned from this practice, if 
you set out with it. Rather suggest what re- 
marks may have occurred to you on a subject 
than aim at dictating your opinions to others 
or at defending yourself at all points. You 
will learn more by agreeing in the main with 
others and entering into their trains of think- 
ing, tUcln by contradicting and urging them 
to extremities. Avoid singularity of opinion 
as well as of eveiy thing else. Sound con- 
clusions come with practical knowledge, 
rather than with Speculative refinements: in 
what vve^e9!ny'*understand, we rea^^on but 
little. Long-winded disputes fill up thfeplace 
of common sense and candid inquiry. ’ Do 
'not imagine that you will make people friends 
by shewing your superiority over them : it is 
what they will neither admit nor forgive, 
unless you have a high and acknowledged re- 
putation beforehand, which renders this sort 
of petty vanity more inexcusable. Seek to 
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{'ain’the gooitiwiJ] of others, rather than to ex- 
tort their applause; and to this end, be neither 
too tenacious of your own claims, nor inclin- 
ed to press too hard on their weaknesses. 

Do not aflect the society of your inferiors 
in rank, nor court that of the great. There 
can be no real sympathy in cither case. The 
first will consider you as a restraint upon them, 
and the last as an intruder or upon suffer- 
ance. It is not a desirable distinction to be 
admitted into company as a man of t|;b>nls.. 
You are a mark for invidious observation. 
If you ssiy nothing or merely behave with 
common propriety and simplicity, you seem 
to have no business there. If you make a 
studied display of yourself/ it is arrogating a 
conseq.ience you have no right to. If you 
arc contented to pass as an indifferent per- 
son, they despise you ; if you distinguish 
yourself, and shew more knowledge, wit, or 
taste than they do, they hate you for it. 
You have no alternative. 1 would rather be 
asked out to sing than to talk. Every one 
does not pretend to a fine voice, but every 
one fam iijs he has as much understanding as 
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another. Indeed, the secret of this sort of 
intercourse has been pretty well found out. 
Literary men are seldom invited to the tables 
of the great; they send for players and mu- 
sicians, as they keep monkeys and parrots ! 

1 w'ould not, however, have you run away 
with a notion that the rich arc knaves or that 
lords are fools. They are for what I know as 
honest and as wise as other people. But it is 
a trick of our self-love, supposing that another 
has the decided advantage of us in one way, to 
strike balance by taking it for granted (as a 
moral antithesis) that he must be as much be- 
neath us in those cjualities on which we plume 
ourselves, and which we would appropriate 
almost entir ely to^ pur own use. hard 

indeed ii others are raiselt^bdve us'ils^l only 
by the gifts of fortune, but of understanding 
’ too. It is not to be credited. People nave 
^n unwillingness to admit that llie House of 
Lords can be equal in talent to the House of 
Commons. So in the other sex, if a woman 
is handsome, she is an idiot or no better than 
she should be : in ours, if a man is worth a 
million of money, he is a miser, a fellow that 
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canii'ot spelf*his own name, or a poor cr('ature 
in some way, to bring him to our level. This 
is malice,, and not truth. Believe all the good 
you can of every one. Do not measure others 
by yourself. If they have advantages which 
you have not, let your liberalily keep pace 
with their good fortune. Envy no one, and 
you need envy no one. If you have hut the 
magnanimity to allow merit wherever you see 
it — understanding in a lord or wit in a cobler 
— this temper of mind will stand you instead 
of many accomplishments. Think no in'an too 
happy. Raphael died young : Milton had the 
misfortune to be blind. If any one is vain or 
proud, it is from folly or Ignorance. Those 
who piq/ie themselves excessively on some 
one tl^’fiig, ha\o hul that one tiuhg lO pique 
thcKoelves upon, as languages, mechanics, 
etc. • I do not say that this is not an enviable 
delusion where it is not liable to be disturbedV 
but at present knowledge is too much diffus- 
ed and pretensions come too much into col- 
lision for this to be long the case •, and it is 
better not to form such a prejudice at first than 
to have it to undo all the rest of one’s life. If 
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you learn any two things, though they •giay 
put you out of conceit one with the other, they 
will effectually cure you of any conceit you 
might have of yourself, by shewing the variety 
and sco])c there is in the human mind beyond 
the limits you liad set to it. 

You were convinced the first day that you 
could not learn Latin, which now you find 
easy. Be taught from this, not to think 
other obstacles insurmountable, that you may 
meet with in the course of your life, though 
they s5^ so at first sight. 

Attend above all things to your health •, or 
rather, do nothing wilfully to impair it. Use 
exercise, abstineiuic, and regular hours. Drink 
water wlien you ^ alone, and wine^or very 
little sp](ik& 'fft'l!lfliip!lUjirt-JU-iSThe'^jMt that 
are ruinous by leading to unlimited excess. 
There is not the same headlong impetm in 
■Wine. But one glass of brandy and water 
makes you want another, that other makes 
you want a third, and so on, in an increased 
proportion. Therefore no one can stop mid- 
way who does not possess the resolution to 
abstain altogether ; for the inclination is shar- 
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penSd with^ts indulgence. Never gambleT. 
Or if you play for any thing, never do so for 
what will give you uneasiness the next day. 
Be not precise in these matters : but do notpass 
certain limits, which it is didicult to recover. 
Do nothing in the irritation of the moment, 
but take time to reflect. Because you have 
done one foolish thing, do not do another^ 
nor throw away your health or reputation or 
comfort, to thwart impertinent advice. Avoid 
a spirit of contradiction, both in words and 
actions. Do not aim at what is beydntl your 
reach, but at what is within it. Indulge in 
calm and pleasing pursuits, rather than violent 
excitements ; and learn to (^oiupier your own 
will, infjLead of striving to^btain the ra.astery 
of th^^oi ohifc.’® 

With respect to your friends, I would wish 
youVto choose them neither from caprice nor 
accident, and to adhere to them as long as yoir" 
can. Do not lake a surfeit of friendship, 
through over -sanguine enthusiasm, nor expect 
it to last for ever. Always speak w'cll of those 
with whom you have once been intimate, or 
take some part of the censure you bestow on 
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Ihera to yourself. Never quarrel with tjied 
friends, or those whom you wish to continue 
such. Wounds of this kind are sure to open 
again. When once the prejudice is removed 
that sheathes defects, familiarity only causes 
jealousy and distrust. Do not keep on with a 
mockery of friendship after the sirbstance is 
gone — but part, while you can part friends. 
Bury the carcase of friendship: it is not worth 
embalming. 

As to the books you will have to read by 
choice "^r for amusement, the best are the 
commonest. The names of many of them are 
already familiar to you. Read them as you 
grow up with all the .satisfaction in your 
power, and make much of them. It is perhaps 
the greaie,gt'iupl*wift/f^r*y«ar.^ jn life, 

the one you will think of longest, and iVpent 
of least. If my life had been more fu]J of 
«alamity than it has been (much more than I 
hope yours will be) I would live it over again, 
my poor little boy, to have read the books I 
did in my youth. 

In politics 1 wish you to be an honest man, 
but no brawler. Hate injustice and falsehood 

i3 
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forjrour own sake. Be neitlier a martyr, nor 
a sycophant. Wish well to the world without 
expecting to see it much better than it is ; and 
do not gratify the enemies of liberty by put- 
ting yourself at their mercy, if it can be 
avoided with honour. 

If you ever marry, I would wish you to 
marry the woman you like. Do not be 
guided by the recommendation of friends, 
^tiling will atone for or overcome an ori- 
ginal distaste. It will only increase from 
intimacy ; and if you are to live sep?'’ate, it 
is better not to come together. There is no 
use in dragging a chain through life, unless 
it binds one to the object we love. Chuse a 
mistress from among your^ equals. You will 
be abl'' ' lo . ;^derstp.”d i.cz-cb2r''cler better, 
an^'^-shc will be more likely to understand 
yours. I’hose in an inferior station to your- 
self will doubt your good intentions, aiyj, 
misapprehend your plainest expressions. All 
that you swear is to them a riddle or down- 
right nonsense. You cannot by possibility 
translate your thoughts into their dialect. 
They will be ignorant of the meaning of 
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half you say, and laugh at the rest. As i^is- 
tresses, they will have no sympathy with 
you ; and as wives, you can have none with 
them. But they will do all they can to 
thwart you, and to retrieve themselves in 
their own opinion by trick and low cunning. 
No woman ever married into a family above 
herself that did not try to make all the mischief 
she could in it. — Be not in haste to marry, 
nor to engage your alTections, where there 
is no probability of a return. Do not fancy 
every ^oman you see tbe heroine of a ro- 
mance, a Sophia Western, a Clarissa, or a 
Julia j and yourself the potential hero of it, 
Tom Jones, Lovdace, or St. Preux. Avoid 
this error as you^vould shrink back. from a 
precipicK''' iVn yduf'finc „c.'iii*inents'vnd ro- 
mantic notions will (of themselves) mak.\ no 
more impression on one of these delifeate 
Treatures, than on a piece of marble. Their 
soft bosoms are steel to your amorous refine- 
ments, if you have no other pretensions. 
It is not what you think of them that deter- 
mines ^their choice, but what •they think of 
you. Endeavour, if you would escape lin- 
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gcrjng torments and the gnawing of the worm 
that dies not, to find out this, and to abide 
by the issue. We trifle with, make sport of, 
and despise those who are attached to us, 
and follow those that fly from us. “We hunt 
the wind, we worship a statue, cry aloud to 
the desert.” Do you, my dear boy, stop 
short in this career, if you find yourself set- 
ting out in it, and make up your mind to this, 
that if a woman does not like you of her own 
accord, that is, from involuntary impres- 
sions, nothing you can say or do tfT' sufler 
for her sake will make her, but will set her 
the more against you. So the song goes — 

“ Quit, quit for shame; this willnot move : 

If of herself she will love, 

Notl^^i \f hcrv.’J 

"D^i^re if but one other point on which 1 
memt to speak to you, and that is the choice 
of a profession. This, probably, had better 
be left to time or accident or your own in- 
clination. You have a very fine ear, but 1 
’ have somehow a prejudice against men-sin- 
gers, and indeed against the stage altogether. 
It is an uncertain and ungrateful soil. All 
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professions are bad that depend on re^Utiqn, 
which is “as often got without merit as lost 
without deserving.” Yet I cannot easily re- 
concile myself to your being a slave to busi- 
ness, and 1 shall hardly be able to leave you 
an independence. A situation in a public of- 
fice is secure, but laborious and mechanical, 
and without the two great springs of life, 
Hope and Fear. Perhaps, however, it might 
ensure you a competence, and leave you 
leisure for some other favourite amusement 
or pursiftt. 1 have said all reputation is ha- 
zardous, hard to win, harder to keep. Many 
never attain a glimpse of what they have all 
their lives been l 9 oking for, and others sur- 
vive a passing shadow of it. Yet if 1 were to 
name one puiuaicratfiei ll:"*" anctU, Ashould 
wish you to be a good painter, if such a *hing 
could be hoped. I have failed in this myf^lf, 
"ahd should wish you to be able to do what 
1 have not — to paint like Claude or Rembrandt 
or Gnido or Vandyke, if it were possible. 
Artists, 1 think, who have succeeded in their 
chief object, live to be old, and are agreeable 
old men. Their minds keep alive to the 
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last. Gosway’s spirits never flagged till after, 
ninety, and Nollekens, though blind, passed 
all his mornings in giving directions about' 
some group or bust in his workshop. You 

have seen Mr. , that delightful specimen 

of the last age. With what avidity he takes 
up his pencil, or lays it down again to talk of 
numberless things! His eye has not lost its 
lustre, nor paled its ineffectual fire.’' His 
body is a shadow : he himself is a pure spirit. 
There is a kind of immortality about this sort 
of ideal and visionary existence thil dallies 
with Fate and baffles the grim monster, Death. 
If I thought you could make as clever an ar- 
tist and arrive at such an agreeable old age as 
Mr. , I should declare once for your de- 
voting yiarui ^^rofession ; 

and that reliance, should feel less regret at 
soit^p of my own disappointments, and little 
anxiety on your account I 


END OF VOL. II. ^ 








